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NORTHUMBERLAND, m. 

MY LORD, 

THE fondnefs with which every 
man furveys the work that he 
has performed with labour, naturally 
■ difpofes him to hope that it may pleafe 
a ~ them. 
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them, whofe approbation is moil to be 
defired. 

By prefenting this tranflatlon to Your 
Grace, I may incur the charge of hav- 
ing indulged too far the paflions of a 
writer; nor fliould I eafily refute the 
a6cufation, were not my vanity fupportcd 
by greater merit than my own. 

» 
The poet, whofe works I have endea- 
voured to interpret, has a natural right 
to the notice of the Great. He is dif- 
tinguilhed fometimes by graceful fami-< 
liarity, and fometimes by eaiy magni- 
ficence ; his mien is foft, though his 
fentiments are fubliine. He mingles 
the wifdom of the. politician with the 
paflion of his dialogues, and the precepts 

of 
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of the moralift ^ith the levity of his 
fongs. 

Of the juftnefs of his civil reflexions 
Your Grace's own experience in great 
affairs will eafily decide; and the purity 
of his moral maxims will in every good 
breaft raife him a patron. His power of 
poetry isfuch, if it be not diminifhed 
by the inability of his tranflator, as gives 
novelty to that truth which is already 
known, and charms to that virtue which 
is already loved. 

Such are the Dramas for which I take 
the liberty of foliciting Your Grace's 
protedtion; and fuch is my veneration for 
Your Grace's character, that nothing 
but what appeared wprthy to engage 
a 2 the 
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the moft exalted mind, fhould have been 
prefented to You by, 

MY LORD, 

Your Grace's 
moft obliged, 
moft obedient,. 

and moft devoted fervant, 
John Hoole<, 



PREFACE. 

TO thofd who are already acquainted 
with Metaftafio it may appear urine- 
ceflary to dwell much upon his charafter % 
but it cannot be deemed fuperfluous for a 
tranflator to explain, in fome fort, the merits 
of his author, fmce thofe who can defire, or 
want a verfion, may be fuppofed to have 
little knowledge of the original. - 

The name of Metaftafio is fo generally 

knownj and his reputation through Europe 

fo well eftablilhed, that I cannot but think it 

ftrange that he has never yet been introduced 

to the Englifh reader. It may perhaps be 
alleged that one of his excellehcies, which 

confifls in the purity and jfimplicity of his 

a 3 flyle. 
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'ftyle, would be, in a great meafure, if not 
wholly, loft by a tranflation: and indeed, 
were this hi« only, or his chief praife, little 
could be *faid to remove the objeftion: but 
fprely he has beapties of a higher nature j 
and however difRcult it niay be to preferve 
the graces of didion in a different language, 
yet an author who engages the attention by 
the dignity of his thoughts and the texture 
of his fable, may, even in a tranflation, re- 
tain, in np inconfiderable degree, his native 
power of pleafmg. 

Our poet's worlds are compofed chiefly of 
ferious dramas : the reft are lyric poems, and 
pieces written upon various fubjeds : of all 
which fcarce any are known to the Englifli 
reader, but by the verfipns annexed to fuch 
pf them, as furnifli part of pur mufical 
entertainments. 

. 3ut 
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But the dramas, as performed at our 
theatre, can, even in the Italian, give little 
idea of the genius qf Metaftafio 5 for the 
principal end of the conduftor of the opera 
being to exhibit the finger and mufician, no 
regard is paid to the difpofition of the fable : 
and fo licentioufly are alterations made, that 
perfonages arc frequently omitted, and the 
^eeches of one are put into the mouth of 
another, to the entire fubverfion of that 
propriety of fentiment, and diftinftion of 
Gharadlcr, which this writer has been eminently 
careful to obferve : and as the nature of our 
mufical entertainments would, by no means, 
admit of the length of his recitative, his 
icenes are fo abridged, diat not only the 
dialogue is mutilated, but the a6tion is often 
precipitated, the cataftrophe unnaturally 
brought on, and the whole rendered cold 
and unai&(^ingi and that wonderful art 

utterly 
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utterly deftroycd by which the poet conduft^ 
his plot, carries on his adlioft by juft gra- 
dations, excites the hopes and fears of his 
audience, and. keeps up the attention to the 
laft fcene* 

The. real excellencies of Metaftafio muft 
be therefore fought for in the clofet, by the 
perufal of his works entire and uninjured *, 
when it will appear that his dramatic pieces 
have all the merit of regular tragedies, 
allowing for fome little incongruities, arifing 
&om the general plah of operas which he has 
been obliged to adopt« 

I fhall not here. enter upon the invidious 
talk of examining how far he is indebted to 
others! it muft be owned that if he has 
many original beauties, fome are likewife the 
offspring of imitation. Yet let it be remem* 

bered 
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bercd that wherever he has copied, he has 
copied like a true genius, and that the 
paflages . he has borrowed have generally 
received new graces from his peri. 

It may not be improper to obferve that the 
longs or airs beings in the Italian, principally 
written with a view to the mufic, were, it is 
prefumed, framed to fuch meafures as might 
moft favour the compofer : the difficulty of 
rendering thefe lyrics into our language has 
made it in a manner neceflary to take more 
liberties here, than I have indulged myfelf 
with in any other part of thfe tranflation. 

Several of the dramas have, in the original, 
a kind of epilogue joined to them, which is 
indeed nothing more than a panegyric upon 
the Emperor or Emprefs: this being altogether 
local and temporary, and from its nature 

incapable 
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incapable of being made graceful in Englifh, 
is left out in the prefent verfion. 

I have alfo omitted to tranflate the 
arguments prefixed to each opera, as they 
counteraft the author's own defign ; who 
feems evidently to have exerted all his {kill, 
by the intricacy of his plots, to keep the 
mind in pleafing fufpenfe, till the whole is at 
lafl; unexpeftedly unravelled. 

I Ihall only add that if the pleafure I have 
experienced from a perufal of Metaftafio has 
enabled me to transfufe 'a fmall portion of 
his fpirit into the tranflation, I may be led to 
hope that the following fheets will- not be 
found wholly unworthy of the public notice. 
I am perhaps more ready to flatter myfelf 
with fuccefs in this undertaking, from the 
indulgence with which my verfion of Taflo 

has 
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XI 



has been received ; and I fhall efteem myfelf 
happy to have once more contributed to the 
rational amufements of my country, by in- 
troducing an author, whofe writings are not 
more eminent for elegant poetry, than refined 
morality. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

Artaxerxes, Prince, aftcswards King of 
Persia, Friend of Arbaces, in love with 
Semira, 

Mandane, Sifter to Artaxerxes, in love 

withARBACES. 

Artaban, Commander of the Royal Guards^ 
Father of Arbaces and Semjra. 

Arbaces, Friend of Artaxerxes, in love 
with Mandane. 

Semira, Sifter to Arbaces, in love with 
Artaxerxes, 

Megabises, General of the Army, the Confident 
of Artaban, 



The Scene lies in the City of Sus a, theRefidence 
of the Kings of Persia. 




it^MH. ;^V;ir H^'V/i^it. 



ACTL SCENE I. 

An inner Garden belonging to the Royal Palace of thg 
Kings of Perjia. A profpe£i of the Palace. Time^ 
Night: Moonlight. 

Mandane, Arbacbs. 

Arbaces. 

FakewellI 

Mandane, 

Arbaces, ftay. 

Arbaces. 

Belov'd Mandane ! 
The dawn is near ; fhould Xerxes ever learn 
Vol. I. B 2 That 



+ A R T A X E R X E S. 

That 'gainft his harfli command I enter'd here. 
It little would avail in my defence 
To urge a lover's warmth ; nor would the name 
Of daughter plead for thee. 

. . Mandane. 
■ < 
The fear is juft : 

This regal dwelling muft for thee te dang'rous. 

But yet thou may'ft remain in Sufa's walls ; 

Since exil'd from the palace, not the city : 

Hope is not wholly loft : thou know'ft thy father 

The mighty Artaban direfts at will 

The heart of Xerxes ; that to him *tis giv'n, 

At ev'ry hour, to pierce the deep recefles 

Of this imperial manfion j that my brother 

My Artaxerxes boafts thee for his friend. 

In virtue and in fame you grew together. 

All Perfia has beheld you partners ftill 

In danger's deeds : each from the other caught 

1 he .emulative flame : the troops admire thee. 

The people ev'n adore thee, and the kingdom 

Expecfts its Tureft fafety from thy arm : 

Amidft fuch friends how canft thou fail fupport ? 

Arbaces, 

Alas ! my love, we but deceive ourfelves : 
Thy brother would in vain attempt to aid me : 

He 



ARTAXERXES. 5 

He and my father are alike fufpe£led. 
When they defend Arbaces : ev'ry plea 
Is heard with flow belief, when warmly urg'd 
By partial friendfhip, or paternal fondnefs-: 
Arid for th' inconftant herd of vulgar friends, 
Thefc (brink when once the monarch's favour fails/ 
How many that with awe but late beheld me. 
Now look on me with fcorn ! Where then, Man- 

dane. 
Where would'ft thou have me hope ? My dwelling* 

here 
Is danger to thyfelf, and pain to me. 
To thee 'tis dang'rous, as it adds new matter 
To feed fufpicion in the breaft of Xerxes : 
To me 'tis painful to be ever near thee. 
Yet be deny'd to gaze upon thy beauties. 
Since then my birth alone has made me guilty, 
I'll die, or merit thee — my life ! farewell. 

Mandane. 

Inhuman, canft thou leave me thus ? 

Arbaces. 

Alas ! 
Pm not inhuman : Xerxes is the tyrant : 
Thy father is unjuft. 

B 3 Mandane, 
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Mandane. 

Yet fome excufe 
Ev'n he might claim wjien he deny'd my hand : 
Our rank, the world, the diftance plac'd between us : 
Who knows but all his anger was diffembled ? 
Perhaps in fecret he condemn'd his rigour ? 

Arbaces. 

He might have yet refus'd to grant my fuit 
Without contempt : to drive me from him thus. 
To treat me like the lowed of the vulgar, 
To ftile me bafe, prefumptuous — fuch reproach 
I feel, Mandane, at ;ny inmoft heart. 
"What if my anceftors ne'er wore the crown. 
At leaft they have defended it for his : 
If in thefe veins there runs no royal blood. 
By faving Artaxerxes I've preferv'd 
The blood of Perfia's kings : let Xerxes fpeak 
His own, not boaft the merits of his race, 
*Tis chance, not virtue to be nobly born : 
Did choice direft our births, and only give 
Kingdoms to thofe who beft could rule, perhaps 
Arbaces had been Xerxes, Xerxes theh 
Had been Arbaces. 

Mandane. 

In Mandanc's prefence. 
With more refpe^Sl:, Arbaces, name her father. 
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ArBAC£8» 

But when I fiilfer fucb injurious treatment. 
When I'm deny'd t'indulge a blamelefs paffion, 
'Tis furely little, if I but complain, 

Mandane. 

Forgive me : from thy anger I b^gin 

To doubt thy truth : how (hall I Jiope the heart 

That hates the father, can efteejoa the daughter ? 

Arbaces. 

This hatred proves my paffion more, Mandane ; 
My indignation fprings from love to thee ; 
Becaufe I fear, that, banifli'd from thy fight, 
I ne'er may fee thee more ; that this perhaps 
Is the laft time— O Heav'n, thou weep'ft f— forbear. 
Dry up thy tears, my love ; too muph I'fn foften'd 
Without thy grief — I here would have thee cruel- 
Permit me to depart ; now imitate 
The fternnefs of thy father. [Going. 

Mandane. 

Stay, and hear me ; 
I've not the heart to fee thee leave mc thus : 
Fain would I go— — FarewelU 

.B 4 Arbaces. 
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Arbacbs. 

Farewell, Mandanef 
Mandan£. 

Be true to love, recall to mind 

TTiou leav'ft me here with woes oppreft : 
And let Mandane fometimes find 

Remembrance in thy faithful breaft. 
When thou art gone, tho*, midft my grief, 

Thefe eyes no more thy image fee : 
Yet love, to give my pains relief. 

Shall make my heart difcourfe with thee, 

SCENE IL 

Arbaces, Artaban with his Jword drawn 
and bloody. 

Arbaces. 

O hard command ! O fatal fcparation ! 
O cruel moment that muft thus divide me 
From her for whom I breathe, while ftill I'm left 
To drag this wretched life. 

Artaban. 

My fon—— Arbaces. 

Ar^baces. 
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Arbaces. 

My Lord ! 

Artaban. 

Give me thy fword. 

Arbaces. 

*Tis here, my lord. 

Artaban. 

There — take thou mine : fly; hide from ev*ry eye 
That crimfon fteel. 

Arbaces. 

O Gods ! what haplefis bread 
Pour'd forth this blood ? 

Artaban. 

Enquire not now, be gone; 
All fhall be foon reveal'd. 

Arbaces, 

O Sir ! your looks^ 
All pale and wild, have fiU'd me with affright : 
I freeze with horror whilft I hear your lips 
Give painful utterance to your words — O fpeak ! 
Tell me, what can this mean ? 

Artaban. 
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Artaban. 

Thou art rcvcng'di 
Xerxes is dead, and by this hand. 

Arbaces, 

What fay'ft thou !— 
What do I hear ? — What is it thou haft done ? 

Artaban. 

My deareft fon, thy injuries were mine 
For thee I'm guilty. 

Arbaces. 

Ha ! for me you're guilty ! 
There wanted only this t^increafe my woes. 
And what are now your hopes ? 

Artabak. 

My mind revolves 
A great defign ; thou may'ft perhaps aflume 
The reins of fov'reignty — depart — my purpofe 
Demands that I remain. 

Arbaces. 

My foul's diftraded 
In this dread interval 1 

A R- 
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Artaban. 

Still doft thou linger ? 
Arbaces. 
O Heav'n I 

.Artaban. 
Depart — no more — leave me in peace. 
Arbaces. 
What fatal day is this ! undone Arbaces ! 

A thoufand woes my breaft furprize ; 

I pant thro* ev'ry part : 
Cold thro' my veins the current flies 

To guard my trembling heart. 
What anguifli muft this ftroke of fate 

My dear Mandane coft ! 
How fhall my foul lament too late 

A father's virtue loft ! 



SCENE III. 

Artaban alone. 

Be refolute my thoughts ! the firft bold ftep 
Demands a fecond : to withdraw the hand 

When 
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When enter'd upon crimes, were to be guilty 
Without the hopes t'enjoy the fruits of treafon. 
Drain then the royal blood its utmoft drop. 
Nor let the empty name of virtue fhake me. 
Whatever we judge, ev'n daring guilt fometimes 
May claim applaufe : to combat with ourfelves ; 
To bear unmov'd the pangs of felf remorfe j 
Amidft furrounding objeSs of affright 
To keep the courage fix'd ; thefe, thefe are virtues 
A glorious crime requires— —but fee, the prince : 
Now to my wiles — What mean thefe fudden cries ! 
What tumult's this I 



SCENE IV. 

Aritaban^ Artaxerxes, Megabises, 
Guards. 

Artaban. 

Already rifen. Sir! 
When fcarce* the day has dawn'd ? What means 

this anger 
Which minghes with the grief that clouds your 

brow ? 

Artaxerxes. 

O deareft Artaban ! moft welcome to me : 

Give 
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Give me thy counfel, give me aid, revenge j 
All, all I Ofk from thy fidelity. 

Artaban. 

I tremble. Prince, at this confus'd command : 
Declare yourfelf more fully. 

Artaxerxes. 

O ye powers f ' 
My father on his bed there murder'd lies ! 

Artaban. 

Say, how! 

Artaxerxes. 

I know not — 'midft the (hade and filence 
Of this unhappy night, fome villain wrought 
The horrid deed. 

Artaban. 

Infatiate luft of empire ! 
What piety, what holy bond of nature 
Can curb thy impious, thy ungovern'd rage ! 

Artaxerxes. 

I underftand thee, friend ^ my faithlefs brother, . . 
Darius is the guilty. 



Ar 
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Artaban. 

Who but he 
By night could penetrate the royal palace ? 
Who elfe could find accefs to Xerxes' bed? 
His difcontent, his turbulence of temper. 
His cagernefs to grafp his father's fcepter 
Alas ! my Lord ! I tremble for your life : 
For pity's fake take heed — for oft one crime 
Is as a ftep that to another leads : 
Revenge your father, and preferve yourfelf. 

Artaxerxes. 

O I if there's one amongft you prefent here. 
Who feels compaffion for a murder'd king ; 
Who feels abhorrence of the crime, who calls 
Himfelf my friend— —now let him fly, to punifh 
The parricide, the traitor. 

Artabak. 

Guards» to you. 
In Artaxerxes fpeaks a prince, a fon ; 
Or rather (ay in him your fov'reign fpcaks : 
Obey his mandate, punifh this offender, 
I'll lead you forth and teach you where to ftrike* 
Now fortune favour my defigns. [JJuU.] 

Artaxerxes. 

Yet ftay : 
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Hear me ; revenge like this may more offend 
My father than the crime : Is not Darius 
The fon of Xerxes ? 

Artaban. 

O ! 'twere impious now 
To counfel mercy : he whofe hand could fhed 
A parent's blood, has loft the name of fon. 

Oh troubled Lethe's dreary coaft. 
Hark ! a king and father'* ghoft 

Galls fof vengeance and repofe ! 
His looks now chill my foul with fear; 
And now his dreadful voice I hear : 
See ! in his breaft, reveal'd to view. 
That breaft from whence your life you drew. 

His gaping wound he (hows I 



SCENE V. 

Artaxerxes, Megabises. 

Artaxerxes. 

What viftim muft I flay ! O Megabifes f 

Megabises. 

Remove your doubts : one ftroke alone will punifh 
An impious murd'rer ^nd fecure your reign. 
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Artaxerxes. 

But to the world my juftice may appear 
A thirft of empire— O this thought alone 
Will blot the peace of all my future days ! 
No— no~it muft not be : let me be gone 
And call the fentence back. 

.Megabises. 

My lord ! what doft thou ? 
Now is the time t'axenge your private wrongs. 
Learn to be cruel from your cruel brother. 
He oft has taught it you. 

Artaxerxes. 

Yet ought not I 
To imitate his crimes : his frequent guilt 
Acquits not mine. Is there a fault on earth 
But what may plead example ? None are guilty 
If to produce example may fuffice 
To wipe away the ftain. 

Megabises. 

But felf-defence 
Is nature's law : unlefs you take his life 
By him you muft be flain. 

Artaxerxes. 

O no— —my danger 
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Shall find the favour of protedling Jove 
To fave me from a brother's impious rage. 

SCENE VI. 

Artaxerxes^ Megabises, Semira. 

Semira. 

Prince, whither would'ft thou go? 

Artaxerxes. 

Farewell, Seminu 

Semira. 

You fly me, Artaxerxes ; flay and hear me. 

Artaxerxes. 

Permit me to depart i detain me not. 

Semira. 

Is this the welcome that thou giv'ft to her. 
Who Cghs but for thy love ? 

Artaxerxes. 

If I hear more. 
Too much, Semira, I offend my duty. 

Vol. I. C $£MiRA. 
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S£MIRA« 

po then, ingrate ! I plainly read thy fcorn. 
Artaxerxes. 

Forbear, dear idol of my love ! 

O call me not ingrate : 
Enough, alas ! Tm dooi^'d to prove 

The frowns of angry fate. 
Love knows my paffions, void of art. 

Still on thy beauties dwell : 
This truth my ever conftant heart. 

This truth thy own can tell. 

SCENE vn. 

Semira, Megabises. 

Semira. 

My fears are great : ere break of day my brother 
Departed hence ; I met my father arm'd. 
Who fpoke not to me : Artaxerxes troubled, 
Accufes Heav'n and leaves me : Megabifes, 
What means all this ? Thou know'ft — relieve my 

doubts. 
And teach me what to f^ar. 

Mecabisbs. 
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Megabises. 

And know'ft thou not. 
That now fraternal ftrife divides the court ? 
Art thou to learn that Xerxes, in his fleep. 
Is murder'd by Darius ? • v 

Semira. 

Heav*nly powers I 
What do I hear ! mofl: wretched Perfia ! 

Megabises. 

Ceafe, 
Ceafe vainly to afflict thyfelf, Semira : 
What part haft thou in quarrels of ambition, 
In thefe dire tumults of the royal houfc ? 
Perhaps you fear that Perfia's realms may want 
A king to rule — O we fhall find too many 
T'exad our fervitude ! Then let the brothers 
Rage on, and drench with rival blood the throne ; 
Whoever conquers is to me the fame. 

S^MlKA. 

But in the gen'ral troubles of a ftate. 

Each bears a part ; and in a faithful fubjed, 

IndifF'rence is a crime. I know a fon 

Has dippM his impious hands in father's blood : 

I know d>at Artaxerxes is in danger : 

C 2 And 



io artax:erxes. 

And would'ft thou have me yet, a tame fpe£latrefs. 

Behold the fatal fpe£lacle unmov'd. 

As oh the tragic fcene the mimic fuff 'rings 

OfmadOreftes? 

Megabises. 

I perceive the love 
Of Artaxerxes, in Semira fpeaks. 
But khow that, either, victor o*er his brother. 
The throne afcending, he'll forgpt Semira j 
Or, if fubdu'd, his rival's policy 
Will hunt his life : thus, either way you lofe him, 
A conqueror or vanquifh'cT. Would you deign 
To hear the di<ftates of a faithful breaft, 
SeleS a lover like yourfelf in rank : 
Reflecft that Love delights in equal ftate : 
And (hould you e'er vouchfafe t'attend my counfel. 
Remember, fair one, then, who moft adores you. 

Semira. 

Thy counfel, furc, is worthy of thy felfj 
And to reward it, I'll return this other. 
Which better fuits than -thine — forbear to love me. 

Megabises. 
Impol£ble to fee and not to love thee ! 

Semira. 
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Semira. 

And who compels thee then to gaze upon me ? 
Fly from my prefence, and fome other feek 
More grateful to thy love. 

Megabises. 

My flight avails not : 
Thy image ftill remains within my breaft : 
My foul, ev'n abfent, doats upon thy beauties. 
Still views, and ftill adores thee : yes, Semira, 
When ufe becomes a nature, what we lofe. 
Our fancy forms and fets in dreams before us. 

The warrior dreams of fighting bands j 
The huntfman dreams of fylvan lands : 
The fiflier dreams his fports again. 
Arid fpreads the net, or (hakes the cane. 
Whene'er in fleep I clofe my eyes. 
In fleep I fee her form arife ; 
Her form, for whom, alas ! in vain 
All day I figh, all day complain ! 

SCENE VIII. 

Semira alone. 

Almighty pow'rs ! Protefling Gods of Perfia ! 
Guard for this realm the life of Artaxerxes. 
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Yet, ah ! (hould he be victor o'er Darius, 
To me he's loft ! this hand which, when a fubjedi, 
He dcign'd to a(k, a fov'reign he'll defpife. 
But fhall my tears be weigh'd againft his life ? 
Let him but reign, and I fubmit to lofe him. 
O ! I were impious to defire his death. 
Through fear he fliould forfake me— No, ye Gods, 
I'll ne'er repent my pray'r for Artaxerxes. 

Cruel fate ! from love's excefs 

To wifli to lofe what moft I love ! 
Sure never maid felt fuch diftrefs : 

No breaft can greater torments prove. 
Yet 'midft my griefs I (hall be bleft. 

If he I love but pitying fays : 
Too much, Semira, thou'rt oppreft; 

Whom love ungrateful thus repays. 



SCENE IX. . 

The Palace. 
Man DANE al»ne. 

Where fhall I fly, or whither fliall I turn ! 
For pity's fake, who from this fatal palace 
Will lead my fteps, or give me needful counfel ? 
Unhappy names of After, lover, daughter ! 

In 
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In one diftrefsful moment muft I lofe. 
My brothers, father, lover— — 

S C E N E X. 

Mandane, Artaxerxes. 

Artaxerxes. 

Ah! Mandane. 

Mandans. 

Say, Artaxerxes, does Darius live? 
Or haft thou yet begun t'incur the guilt 
Of thy poor brother's death ? 

Artaxerxes. 

Princefs, I feek 
To fave me from the crime : My zeal, O Heav'n ! 
Drew from my hafty lips the cruel order ; 
Which fcarcely giv'n, my foul was feiz'd with hor- 
ror : 
From place to place I run thro' all the palace. 
To flop the dire effefts, and afk, in vain. 
Tidings of Artaban and of Darius* 

Mandane. 

See, Artaban is here. 

C 4 SCENE 
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S C E N E XL 

Artaxerxes, Mandane, Artaban. 

Artaban. 

My lord ! 

Artaxerxes* 

, My friend ! 

Artaban. 

I fought you, Sir. 

Artaxerxes. 

And IVe purfu*d thy fteps. 

Artaban. 

Perhaps you fear— — 

Artaxerxes. 

I fear— — 

Artaban. 

Difmifs your fears : 

'Tis finifli'd Artaxerxes is my king,: 

Darius is chaftis'd. 

Artaxerxes. 
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Artaxerxes. 

Immortal powers ! 

Mandane. 

Unhappy *fate ! 

Artaban. 

^ Th' uawary parricide 
Himfelf expos'd liis bofom to the ftroke, 

Artaxerxes. 

O Gods I 

Artaban. 

You figh— we but obey'd the order 
Yourfelf had giv'n. 

Artaxerxes. 

Thou ihould'ft have better read 
My fecret foul. 

Mandane. 

Thou might'ft have fure forefeea 
flis horror, his repentance, . 

Artaxerxes. 

In a*fon 
Who loft his father, O ! thou Ihould'ft have pitied 
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The firft emotions of ungovern'd paiEon. 
Artaban. 

Such pity had been vain ; t'obey the mandate 
So ready were thy guards, that 'ere^I faw them 
Attack Darius, I beheld him flain. 

Artaxerxes. 

O villains ! never (hall they drench iinpunifh'd 
Their impious weapons in a prince's blood. 

Artaban. 

But, Sir ! *twas your command that mtde them 

bold. 
The fatal ftroke was yours, and yours alone. 

Artaxerxes. 

^is all too true ! — I know and own my crime : 
Yes, Artaban, *tis I indeed am guilty. 

Artaban. 

Guilty ! of what ? Of afting noble juftice. 
Of vengeance due to Xerxes ? Be compos'J, „ 
And think that by an impious brother's death, 
A parricide is punifh'd. 



SCENE 
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SCENE- XII. 
Ar^taxerxes, Mandane, Artaban, 

S £ M I R A. 

Semira. 

Artaxerxes, 
Appeafe thy troubled thoughts. 

Artaxerxes. 

What means Semira, 
That thus fhe greets us with the looks of joy ? 

Semira. 

Darius is not guilty of the crime 
Of Xerxes' death. 

Mandane. 

Ye pow'rs ! What do I hear ! 

Artaxerxes.^ 

How knoVft thou this ? 

Semira. 

'Tis certain that th' aflaflin 
Ev*n now was feizM ; for lurking near the walls 
That compafs round the gardens of the palace. 

Thy 
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Thy foldiers made him pris'ner : ev'ry token 
Declar'd his guilt 3 the place, his flight, his looks 
Of terror, fpeech confus'd, his fword unfheath'd, , 
Still reeking with the blood. 

Artaxerxes. 

But fay— rhis name ? 

Semira. 

Each one conceals it j when I afk'd, they hung 
Their heads in filence. 

Mandane, 

Should it prove Arbaces., [jtfide.] 

Artaban. 

My fon is taken. [Jfide.'} 

Artaxerxes. 

What a wretch am I ! 
Muft Artaxerxes then afcend the throne, 
Stain'd with a murder'd brother's guiltlefs blooi!, 
Abhorr'd by Perfia, hated by the world ! 

Semira. 

Is then Darius dead ? 

Artaxerxes. 

He's dead, Semira ; 
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The barbarous fentence iflu'd from thefc lips ; 
O ! while I live I (hall no more have peace : 
The cries of my remorfe will found for ever 
Within my tortur'd bofom : I (hall view 
A father's and a brother's angry (hade 
Diftra£l my days, and terrify my dreams ! 
In ev'ry place will vengefiri furies rife. 
In dread remembrance of a brother's murder. 
And fliake before my eyes the fable torch 
Kindled in Phlegethon's infernal ftream, 

Mandane. 

Too mighty are thy forrows, Artaxerxes ; 

Since all muft here acquit thee of a crime, 

In which thy heart, unconfcious, ne'er concurr'd. 

Semira. 

Let your refentment find a nobler objed. 
And with th' affaffin's dcatfi, before the world, 
AiTert your juftice. 

Artaxerxes. 

Where's the impious wretch? 
Condu6l him to me. 

Artaban. 

I myfelf will go 
To haftea his arrival hither. 

Artaxerxes 
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Artaxerxes. 

Stay: 
O Artaban, Semira and Mandane ! 
Let none in pity leave me ; help me now : 
Yes, I would now have near me all my friends. 
Where, Artaban, where is my dear Arbaces ? 
Is this the friendfhip that from early years 
To me he vow'd ? Does he alone forfake me ? 

Mandane. 

And know'ft thou not he was forbid the palace. 
To punifh him for too prefumptuous love ? 

Artaxerxes. 
Let him return j I here revoke the fentence. 

SCENE XIII. 

Artaxerxes, Mandane, Artaban, Se- 
mira, Megabises, AviBA.QZs difarmed and 
guarded. 

Megabises. • 
Arbaces is the criminal. 

Artaxerxes. 

Ye powVsf 
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^ Megabises. 

See in thofe looks the marks of confcious guilt. 

IPointing to Arb. 

Artaxerxes. 

My friend ! 

Artaban. 

My fon ! 

Semira. 

My brother ! 

Mandane. 

MyArbaces! 

Artaxerxes. 

And docs Arbaces thus return before me ? 
And could thy foul conceive fo black a crime? 

Arbaces* 

I*m innocent. 

Mandane. 

O grant it, gracious Heav'n ! 

Artaxerxes. 
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Artaxerxes. 

If thou art innocent, defend thyfelf, 

Remove our doubts, clear up each mark of guiIt^ 

And let thy innocence to all appear. 

Arbaces. 
I am not guilty this is my defence. 

Artaban. 
Grant he may ftill be filent ! [jJHe.] 

Mandane. 

Yet thy rage 
Againft my father—— 

Arbaces. 

OF ^twasjuft. 

Artaxerxes. 

Thy flight 

Arbaces. 

TTis true, I fled. 

Mandane. 

Thy filence 

Arbaces. 
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Arbaces. 

Fate demands it* 
Artaxerxes. 

Thy looks confus'd 

Arbaces. 

They fuit my prefcnt ftate. 
Mandane. 
Thy fword befinear'd with blood— ^ 
Arbaces, 

'Tis truej my hand 
That weapon bore. 

Artaxerxes. 

And yet thou art not guilty? 

Mandane. 

Thou didft not kill him? 

Arbaces. 

I am innocent. 

» Artaxerxes. 

Arbaces, ftill appearances condemn thee. 
Vol. I. J) Arbaces. 
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Ak»A-C£^ 

I mrti it-— yet appearance is fallacious. 
Speaks not Semira ? 

O I Fm all confufioA f 

ARrAAXeS.Kfift« 

Why fpeaks not AttdMa I 

Artabait. 

O Gods ! Fm loffi 
In vainly feeking fome pretence to fiive im^ - 

Rdleti^s ^w'fs I vAmt laaw^ remains for me f 

And muft I punifh in my deareft friend 

My moft inveterate foe? Cruel Arbaces^! 

Say, wherefore didft thou give me oncefuch proofft^ 

Of faith and truth ? Were then thy gentle manners. 

That outward femblance of a fteady virtue. 

The fpecious cov'ring df a guilty foul ? 

Could I but blot that hour from my remembrance^ 

What time you rais'd mie, where oppreft I fell 

Encompafs'd found witb foes^. andbcavely died 

With 



With gen'rous zeal your blood to ranfom mine % 
*rhat while I now reveitge a parent's death, 
I iliight not feem ungrateful to a friends 

Arbaces. 

Let riot the guiltlefs lofe your former love, 
If ever I iefkrv'di I ftill defervc it. 

ARTABANi 

t'refumptuous ! canft thou claim without a bliifh 
'Th' afFedion$ of thy prince ? Perfidious fon ! 
^hy father's fbame, thy father's punifhment. 

Arbaces. 

Art thou, lay father, too cohfpir'd againft me ? 

I 

ARTABANi 

What wouldft thoii have from me? Shall I partake 
Thy guilt by parlying with thee ? No, my lord, 

[Ti Artaxerxes, 
Prove, prove thy jufticej I myfelf folicit 
His fpeedy fentence ; plead not in his favour 
That Artaban's his father — O forget 
My loyal truth, forget the blood which oft 
In danger's field I've lavifh'd for my country, 
And mingle his with what I've fixed before. 

Artaxerx£s. 
O wond^rous faith I 
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Artaban. 

Refolve — and if you ftill 
Retain fome kindnc-fs for him, now forget it. 

Artaxerxes. 
I will refolve — but hard muft prove the trial ! 

Ah ! ceafe awhile, your counfel ceafe; 
One moment let me breathe in peace : 
In vain my reafon would refolve ; 
In vain, alas ! I now revolve 

The thoughts that in my bofom fpring : 
This way and that my heart they rend ; 
At once I'm lover, judge, and friend, 

And criminal, and king ! 

SCENE XIV. 

Mandane, Semira, Artaban, Arbaces, 
Megabises, Guards. 

Arbaces. 

Wretched Arbaces ! muft thou then endure, 
Tho* innocent, the bitter fting of infult ? 

Megabises. 
What ftrange event is this ? 
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Semira. 

Alas ! I fear 
More evils yet, [AJide. 

Mandane. 

My peace is loft for ever ! \^Afide. 

Artaban. 

I tremble while I feign* {^Afide. 

Arbaces. 

Alas ! my father. 
Thou doft not look upon me — I could bear. 
Without repining, all accufers elfe j 
But OJ that thou fhould'ft rife againft Arbaces, 
That he, who gave me life, fliould feek my death. 
The thought, with horror, in my bofom chills 
My Ihudd'ring heart : at leaft a father fure 
May feel fome pity for his fuff'ring fon. 

Artaban. 

Thou art no more my fon, no more 
This heart a father's feeling knows \ 

The breaft thou vainly doft implore. 
No pity to a traitor owes. 



*Tis guilt that makes thee thus diftreft. 
And fills with woe thy parent's breaft. 



% 
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SCENE XV. 

MandanEjSemirAjArbacesjMegabises, 
Guards, 

Arbaces. 

By what offence of mine, too cruel powers ! 
Ilave I incurr'd youf- wrath ? Yet let Semira, 
At le^ youcbfafe to hear and pity me. 

Semira. 

Let but thy innocence appear. 

Thy ^ords with tranfport fhall I hear^^ 

And all Semira's foul is thine : 
But while thou bear'ft a traitor's name, 
^ Thou muft not ev'n my pity claim} 

In thy defence I dare not join. 



SCENE XVI, 

mandak$,arbacks,m£gabises,guards. 
Arbaces. 

And is there none will take this wretched life ? 
Ah I Megabifes, if thy pity ever 

MbQaeises 
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Speak not to ine» 

Arbaces. 
Ah! Princcfs! 
Mandane. 

Hence, and leave me, 
Arbacss. 
Hear me, my friend, 

Megabises. 

I fliall not hear a traitor* 

SCENE XVIL * 

Mandane, Arbaces, Guards. 
Arbaces, 
At leaft, Mandane, liften for a moment. 

Manpane. 
Think not Til liften to a traitor's voice. 

Arbacsb. 
My life, my foul I 
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Mandane. 

And dar'ft thou, wretch, prefume 
To call me thus ? To ofFer me that hand 
Which flew my father ! * 

Arbaces. 

O ! I flew him not. 

/ Mandane. 

Who was th' aflTaffin ? Speak. 

Arbaces. 

Alas ! I cannot : 
My lips 

Mandane. 

Thy lips are falfc. 

Arbaces. 

My heart— 

Mandane. 

Thy heart 
Is true to vice, becaufe it feels not horror 
For fuch a crime committed. 

Arbaces. 

I am ftill— 
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Mandane. 
Thou art a traitor. 

Arbaces. 
I am innocent. 

MANDANi. 

Ha! innocent! 

Arbaces. 

I fwear it. 

Mandane. 

Faithlefs wretch ! 

Arbaces. 

What pangs I fuffer for a cruel father ! [JJide.'] 
Didft thou but know, my life !-^— 

Mandane. 

Too well I know 
Thy hate of Xerxes. 

Arbaces. 

Still thou canft not tell—— 

Mandane. 

I heard thy threats. 
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Arbacbs. 

And yet thou art dccehr'd* 

MakdAnb* 

O yes, perfidious ! I was then deceiv'd. 

And then alone, when I believed and Wd thee. 

Arbacbs* 

Then now— »«« 

Mandane* 

I hate thee— — . 

Arbaces. 

And thou art— 

Mandane. 

Thyfoe* 

Arbaccs. 



Thou feek'ft- 



Mandake. 

I Teek thy death. 

Arbaces, 



Thy firft afffeaion— 
Mandai^b. 



MANDANgf 

^Tis all to hatred chang'd, 

Arbaces. 

And writ d^ou not 
Belieye Arbaces i 

Mandane* 
N05 thou'rt falfehood all,, 

Tell tne that thy treacherous naturei 

Ever purposed to deceive i 
Tell me that thy heart's a traitor, 

Peijur'd monfter ! I'll believe. 
Fctih, ft^ Gods ! I would forget him., [Afidi. 

Fain would drive him from my thought. 
Yet, alas ! I cannot hate him. 

As my duty fays I ought. 

3 C E N E XVIII. 

Arbaces, Guards. 
Arbaces. 



No-i-*-fortune has no further ills in ftore ; 
In one unhappy day Tve found them all* 



My 
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My friend is loft, my lifter turn'd againft me; 
My father has accus'd his fon ; my lov'd 
Mandane weeps ; and yet I dare not fpeak ; 
I muft be filent ftill. Where is the wretch 
Like me diftrefs'd ! Ye righteous Gods ! have pity: 
If thus your wrath continues to purfue me, 
'Tis more than human weaknefs can fuftain. 

Forlorn I plough the ftormy wave. 

Without the help of Ihrouds or fails : 
The Ikies grow black, the billows rave. 

The winds arife, the fteerage fails : 
Of all forfaken, in defpair, 

I blindly drive as fortune guides j 
While innocence, which ftill I bear. 

But whelms my bark beneath the tides I 



ACT 
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A Royal Apartment* 

Artaxerxes, Artaban. 
Artaxerxes. 

Guards, from the prifon lead Arbaces hither. 

\Speaking as he enters » 
Thou haft thy full requeft, and would to Heav'n 
This meeting might preferve him ! 

Artaban. 

Think not. Sir, 
That what I afk fprings from paternal fondnefs. 
Or ill^tim'd hopes to find him innocent ; 
His guilt is too apparent ; he muft die. 
Your fafety only urges me to fee him ; 
As yet the motive of his crime is. fecret, 
Th' accomplices unknown : I would explore 
Each dark device of treafon. 

Artaxerxes. 

Artaban, 
How does thy fortitude excite my envy ! 
I tremble at the dainger of a friend ; 
Th ou keep'ft thy temper while thy fon's condemned. 
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AktABAI^i 

B<Jw dearly does it coft ihy heart it'affumf 
Thefe looks of firmnefs, while my bofom own§ 
The voice of ftruggliDig nature i^ I too feel 
The tender weakhefs common to a parent : 
But midft th? coofiiS duty ftiU pcevails l 
No longer he's my fon^ whofe impious crim^ 
Has fill'd his father's aged checks with ihame i 
1 w^Mivkp:&^ ff^ I iwas si parent. 

Artaxerx£s. 

Thy virtue, friend* {p^sks ftrongly for Arbaces 2 
I owe thee more the lefs thou plead'ft his caufe* 
Shall I be thus ungrateful to thy Worth, 
Witho^ remorfe in him to punifh thee ? 
No, Attfkmij ictus contrive to fave hknl 
Find fome prcitence that I may d(»d)t his crime; 
Let me intreai thee join thy cares with minei 

AllTABAN. 

What can 1 do when jev'ry thing condemns faimf 
You fee, Arbaces^ confcious of bis guilty 
Makes no defence. 

ARtAXEk^^S^ 

But yetfthofe lips that neW 
Were wont to lye, deckr'd his-innocence, 

C?n 
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Can nature change at once ? Ah, no ! perhaps 
Some caufe, to us unknown, compels his filence. 
Speak to him, Artaban ; he to a father 
May open all he from his judge conceals* 
I will retire apart, that thou with freedom 
May'ft urge the converfe with him : watch him 

nearly. 
Examine all his thoughts ; find, if tfaou canft^ 
Some ftadow of defence; preferve thy (on. 
Thy fov'reign*s peace, the honour of his throne^ 
Deceive me, if thou wilt, and I'll forgive thee* 

Give me my deareft friend once more. 

My friend in life approved; 
His viiitue once again reftore. 

That virtue which I hiv'ii. 

Companions from our infant 'flafe^ 
Thou know'ft in ev'ry change jof.iki^ 

We kept the friendly chain : 
With him I parted ev'ry care. 
With him did ev*ry plealure (hare;^ 

Aod£oftcn*jd evVy pain* 



SCENE 
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SCENE IL 

Artaban, Akb aces guarded. 

Artaban. 

Now rides my veflel nigh the port — Arbaces, 
Approach ; and you retire, but near at hand 
Await my call. [The guards retire. 

Arbaces. 

My father here alone F 

Artaban. 

At length, my fon, I may preferve thy life. 
From thoughtlefs Artaxerxes I've obtain ' 
To fpeak with thee in private — let us go : 
I can condud thee by a fecret way. 
To him unknown ; and thus at once deceive . 
His guards and him. 

Arbaces. 

Doft thou propofe a flight 
That would confirm my guilt ? 

Artaban. 

Unthinking boy f 

Let us be gone 1 give thee liberty -, 

I favc 
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1 faVe thee from the king's refentment, lead thee 
To popular applaufe—— perchance to reign. 

Arbace6. 
.What fay you, Sir !— ^~to reign ! 

AUTAfiAK. 

Thou know'ft the race 
Of Xerxes has to all been hateful long : 
I need but (hew thee to th' impatient troops; 
Already to our party have I gain'd 
The leaders of the bands. 

ArbAces* 

Shall I become 
A rebel to my prince ? The thought alone 
Fills me with horror : O my father ! leave. 
Leave me my innocence. 

Artaban^ 

'Tis loft already. 
Since all believe it loft : thou art a prisoner. 
And bear'ft each mark of guilt. 

Arbaces. 

But yet unjuftly. 

Vot. I. E Artaban. 
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Artaban. 

No matter; this avails not : innocence 
Confifts, Arbaces, in the fond belief 
Of others ; take but that belief away, ' 
It fhrinks to nothing : he alone is virtuous 
Who wears the beft difguife, and artful hides 
His ininoft paffions from th' obferving world. 

Arbaces. 

O Sir! you are deceived; the noble mind 
Is to itfelf a world j approves or cenfures 
In fecret all its good or evil deeds. 
Above the partial breath of vulgar crowds. 

Artaban. 

Let it befo— -^but muft we to preferve 
Our innocence, be prodigal of life? 

Arbaces. 

And what is life, my father ? 

Artabant. 

Life, my fon. 
Is Heav'n's moft valu'd gift. 

Arbaces. 

Life is a gooci 
That leflens while we ufe it, ev'ry moment 
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Of our enjoyment is but as a ftep 
That leads us nearet to our diffolution ; 
And ffom the cradle we l^gin tq 4ie* 

Artaban. 

And fhall I then contend with thee to fave thee ? 
No further reafon feek »*tis my comnuuid > 
Difpatch. 

Akbaces. 

Forgive me, but in this I muil 
Tranfgrefs your lirft command; 

Artaban. 

Force fcall fwip^l jgu j 
Follow me, [Ojff^ers to take him by the hand. 

Arbac^s. 

Leave me yet in peace, my father : 
Put not my duty to fo hard a trial ; 
For fhould you now conftrain me. ■ i , . 

ArtabaNy 

Doft thou threaten ? 
Ungrateful boy !-^— Speak out-— —what W9ul4'ft 
thou do f 

Arbaces, 
Rather than follow you I'd hazard all. 
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Artaban. 

Soon fhall we fee who conquers : follow me t 
Away. [Taiei his band* 

Arbaces. 

Ho[ guards! 

Artaban. 

Be filent. 

Arbaces. 

Guards ! come forth ; 
Give me again my chains : back to my dungeon 
Once more condud me. [Guards return^ 

Artaban. 

O f I burn with rage ! [Jfidi^} 

Arbaces. 

Bid me farewell, my father. 

Artaban, 

Hence, and leave me; 
Think not TU liftcnto a wretch like thee* 

Arbaces. 
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Arbaces. 

When fuch refentment fills thy mind, 
. Such anger arms thy brow fevere ; 
How can I hope my peace to find. 

Or comfort from thy lips to hear ? 
Inhuman rigour, thus to drive 

A father's pity from your breaft j 
And of a parent's love deprive 

A fon as guiltlefs as diftreft ! 



SCENE IIL 

Artaban alone. 

Now, Artaban, fubdue thy weak affefiions. 
And to his fate refign a rebel fon. 
And yet I cannot from my heart condemn him ^ 
Methi|iks I love him more for difF'ring from me 5 
At once I'm fiU'd with rage and admiration \ 
Pity and WJ^ath by turns divide my fouU 



E3 SCENE 
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SCENE IV, 

autaban, m£gabi$£s, 
^ Megabises, 

What doft thou ? What arc now thy thoughts ? , 

OSk! 
Why are you thus irrefolute and flow ? 
'Tis now no time to ponder, but to a& ; 
The peers in council meet j together join'd 
Are all the viftims of your juft refentment. 
There fhall we find your rivals ; thefe deftroy'd. 
The path is fmooth'd to empire. Let us fly 
To fet Arbaces free, 

Artaban, 

Ah! Megabifes, 
What wnetchednefs is mine ! my fon refufes 
Empire and liberty; heeds not his life. 
And with bimfelf involves us all in ruin. 

Megabises. 

What doft thou fay ? 

Artaban. 

Ev'n now contending with him, 
I ftrovc in vain to conquer bis refolves, 

Megabises* 
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MCGABISES. 

Then from the prifon let us bear him ofF 
By force. 

Artaban. 

The time we lofe to overcome 
His guard's iidelity, or ihake their valour^ 
AiFords the king full leifure for defence. 

Megabises. 

'Tis true : then firft let Artaxerxes die. 
And after fave Arbaces. 

Artaban. 

But the life 
Of my^ear ion remains ^ hoftage for me. 

Megabises. 

Behold this remedy : let us divide 

Our trufty friend^ 4)etween us, at.oneinftant 

Do you attack the prifon, I the palace. 

Artaban. 

Our forces thus divided will be weaken'd. 

Megabises. 

SQQicthing muft be refblv!d. 

E 4 Artaban. 
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Artaban. 

The fafeft courib 
Is to rcfolve on nothing : we muft now 
flave time to plan apew our baffled fchemes, 

Megabises* 
What if meanwhile Arbaces be condemn 'd ? 

Artaban. 

Extremity of need will teach us then 
* The fpeedieft remedy : let it fufficc. 
That thou continueft %o diflemble yet. 
And keep thy followers fteady to my caufc. 
Meantime with caution ev'ry means Til try 
That may fbduce the guards : till now I thought 
Th' attempt was needlefs, therefore deem'd it foUy^ 
Without neceffity, t'increafe our dangers. 

Megabises. 
Pifpofe of me as to thyfelf feems fit, 

Artaban. 

petray ipc not, my friend? 

. Megabises, 

Who, I betray you f 
Ahj Sif I What have you faid ? Can you believe 
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ni e'er be thus ungrateful ? I remember 
My low beginning : to your bounteous hand ^ 
I owe my all : you from th' ignoble vulgar 
Have rais*d me to the foremoft ranks of honour. 
Ah> Sir i what have you faid ? Shall I betray you? 

Artaban. 

What hitherto Fve done for thee is little : 
If fortune fmiles upon me, Megabiies, 
Thou (halt perceive my love : full well I know 
Thy paffion for Semira, nor condemn it. 
I have refolv'd — i— behold fhe comes— -any will 
Shall make thy love fecure, and join us both 
3y clofer ties. 

Megabises. 

O tranfport ! 



SCENE V. . 

Artabai^, Megabises, Semira. 
Artaban. 

Come, my daughter; 
Behold thy hufband. 

Semira. 

Heav'ns ! What do I hear ? 
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Is this a time, my lord, to think of nuptistl«» 
When my unhappy brother fio w 

Artaban. 

No mpse; 

Thy marriage here may ftand him much in ftead. 

Semira* 

Great is the facrifice-^Ah ! y^^ my ifatber^ 
Reflet again ; I am 

Artaban, 

ThouVt loft to fenCc, 
If thou refufeft my command — fee there 
Thy hufband -, 'tis my will ; reply no further. 

Then learn to love, and fliould he feem 

Ungracious in your eyes ; 
In him a father's choice efteem 5 

Reipe.cl it and be wife. 
Lefs flow perhaps your heart will prove 

To catch the gentle fire. 
When midft the temple, kindling love. 

Shall Hymen's flames afpire. 



SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 

ScMiitA, Megabises. 
Sbmzra. . 

Now hear me, Mcgabifcs ; I begin 

At length to hope indulgence from your love. 

May I expeft you'll grant me one requeft ? 

Megabises. 
What would I not t'obey you ? 

Semira. 

Yet I fear 
Thou wilt oppofe my wifli. 

Megabises. 

Remove that fear 
By fpeaking thy command. 

Semijia. 

O ! if thou lov'ft me 
Break off thefe nuptials. 

Megabises. 
I! 

Semira. 
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Semira. 

Yes, Megabifesy 
So may^ft thou (ave me from my father's anger« 

Megabises. 

I would obey you : but Semira furely 
Means but to jeft— 

Semira. 

O no ! I fpeak my foul, 

Megabises. 

It cannot be— you mean to give me torment, 
I read your purpofe. 

Semira, 

Doft thou then deride me ? 
Till now I thought thee a more gen'rous lover. 

Megabises. 
And I till now believ'd Semira wifer, 

Semira. 
Thus doft thou fhew the greatnefs of thy mind 

Megabises. 

Is this the fevour thou would'ft afk a lover ? 

Semira, 
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Semira. 

I've open'd thee a field, where thou with praifi!^ 
Without offending me, may'ft prove thy virtue^ 

Megabises. 

My virtue would I prove, but not in this« 

Semira. 

Then muft I hope in vain ? 

^ Megabises. 

Thou hop'ft in vain. 

Semira. 

Thefc tears I (hed 

Megabises. 

Avail not« 

Semira. 

Thefe intrcatics— • 

Megabises, 

Are fcatter'd to the wind* 

Semira. 

Hear then, inhuman! 
I will obey my father $ but exped not 
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That ever I fhall love thee : I (hall ftill 
Deteft the fatal tie that binds me to thee, 
I (w^ar thou (halt be hateful to toiy eyes : 
Thou may'ft pofleis my hand, but ne'er mj heiut* 

MXGA9I9tS. 

I a(k it not, Semira : 'tis enough 
That Megabifes knows thee for his bride : 
If hating me will fatiate thy revenge, 
Purfue thy hatred, I fhall ne'er complaiiu 

Fear not I (hall e*er repine, 

Call thee faithkfs or ingrate ; 
Hate me ftill, but ftill be mine, 

Happy fliall I cieem my fate. 

The irkfome folly I defpife. 

Of the lover fond and vain ; 
That would, in oppreffive ties. 

Liberty of thought reftrain. 



SCENE VII. 

S£MIRA, MaKPANB, 

Semira. 

How'oitny ev3s has one day united 

For my unhappinefs !*— ^Hear me, Mandane f 
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Delay me not, Semira. 

Semira. 

Whither go'ft thou 
With fuch impatience ? 

Mandane. 

To the royal council. 

Semira. 

Condu<£l me with thee, if my pow'r can ought 
Avail Arbaces. 

Mandane. 

Different are our views .; 
Thou feek'ft to fave him, I purfue his life* 

Semira. 

Can thus the lover of Arbaces fpeak ? 

Mandane. 

Thus Xerxes' daughter fpcaks. 

Semira. 

Alas I my brother 
Has fiire no guilt, or for thy fake is guilty, 
JBecaufe too much he lov'd thee.. 
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Mandane. 

This, Semira^ 
This is his greateft crime : his death alone 
Muft clear my honour, tnuft aVenge the infult 
My virtue feels, to think the love I gave him 
That fliould have rouz'd his foul to gen'rous deed^ 
Has, to my fliame, now mark'd him for a traitor^ 

Semira* . 

Cannot the rigour of the thf^iat'ning laws 
Suffice, without thy help, to punifh him ? 

Mandane. 

No, it itiffices not : in Artaxerxes 

I fear th* emotions of a tender friendfhip ; 

And in the nobles of the land I fear 

The force of blind affeflJon ; in himfelf 

I fear that unknown pow'r, that friendly ftar 

Which conquers all, and makes each heart his own« 

Sei^ira. 

Go then, inhuman ! Urge the i^tal ftroke, 
Accufe him, fee him die — but yet reflect-— 
Firft weigh thy conftancy, thou muft forget 
Thy hopes, afFeAions, and thy plighted fdth ; 
Thy tendernefs ; the mutual fighs exchang'd. 
The firft fond looks; oUit'rate from thy mind 

The 
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he dear idea of tba( wdl) kqown facet 

otn wheace thy beait fixft learnt the |igli$ <of lonw 

Manpane. 

nkiiid Semka, how have J deferv'd 

hat you ihoiUd tbu9 awaken in my fpul 

he pity that rebels againft my duty, 

liicb till thi9 hour my virtue had fuppriBfs'd ? 

''hy will you call again Ugslb fordi 

hat bid my finneft courage fink before diern^ 

nd in my hrwBt renew the war of thpu^s i 

If eV I hop'd to triumph o'er 
The tyrant Love's too cruei |>owV^ 
O ! let me ftill myfelf dewve ; 
P ! let me fondly ftill believe 

• My heart has burft its chain. 
But, fince, alas! to thee 'tis known. 
That hate is here my duty grown. 
Why wilt thou force me now to own. 
That while I ftrive, i ftrive in v^^in i 

SCENE VIII. 

or whidi of all the numerous triab around mt 
lall I firft arm my conftancy i Masdane, 
Vol. I. F ArbaceSy 
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Arbaces, Megabifes, Artaxerxes, 
My father, all are now my foes; and each 
Aflails my bofom in fome tender part. 
While one I feek t'oppofe, 1 leave myfelf 
Defencelefs to the reft, and find my ftrengtb 
Too weak alone to bear the ihock of all. 

So when fome flood, with mighty roar. 

Attempts above its bed to rife, 
Ta' ftop its rage, from (hore to fhore 

In hafte th' affrighted lab'rer flies^ 
Vain are his toils, while here his care 

The torrent's rapid Courfe reftrains; 
Burft -thro' ^ liundred channels there. 

It foams vidorious o'er the plains. - 

SCENE IX. 

J great Couf^dl Hall with a throne on one fidt^ feats 
on thi^other for the Grandees of the iingjom. A 
table and chair on the right band of the throne* 

Artaxerxes preceded by a part of the Guards j 
and by the Grandees of the kingdom^ 4ind followed 
by the rejl of the Guards. Megabises. 

Artaxerxes. 
BejiioU, ye guardians of our Perfian realm. 
Behold mci-eady to -embrace the cares r 

• Of 
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Of! ttiy paternal feat ; but fo unhappy, 
80 full of turbulence begins my reignj 
This band, yet unexperienced, dreads to grafp • 
The fcepter of dominion : you, whofe breafts 
Are fiird with faith, experience, zeal and valour. 
Which oft you've (hewn to recompen(e the love 
My god-like father gave you, now affift me 
And guide my fteps to tread the paths of empire. 

r 

Megabises. 

My gracious king,' Mandane and Semira 
Impatient aik adniittance to your prefence. 

Artax^rxes. 

Ye pow'rs ! — Let them approach ; full well I know 
What different caufe incites th^m. 

• ' s c E N fi ' x:\ 

■J . ^ - * 

Artaxerxes, Mandane, Semira^ Mega- 
bises, Grandees, Guards, 

SvBMIRA, 

Artaxerxes, 
Have pity. 

Mandan£. 

Vengearice, vengeance, Artaxerxes : 
I come to urj^e the death of one that's guilty. 
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Semira. 
I afk the life of one that's innoeent* 

Mandane« 
The treafon's certain. 

Semira. 
Doubtful is the traitor. 

Manpave. 
But alt^ppearances condemn Arbaces. 

Semira. 
Jiiftice and rea(bn muft abfolve Arbaees. 

Mandane. 

The father's blood, (bed from his veins, requires 
The murd'rer's punifhment. 

Semira. 

The fon's preferv^d. 
Demands a recompenfe for its preferver. 

Mandate. 

Remember rigour is the throne's fupport. 

Semira. 

ReflqA that mercy is its ftrongeft bails. 
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Mandans.. 

O let the forrows of a wretched daughter 
Excite your indignation I 

Semira. 

Let the tear$ 
Of a& affli£led fifter calm your anger. 

Mandanb. 

All whom you here behold, except Semira, 
Require this fkcriike. 

Semira. 

Hear, Artaxerxes, 
Have pity! 

Manoak£. 

Vengeance, rengeanceF 

Artaxerxes. 

Rife^OHeav'nf 

Rife both : bow are your pains excelled by mine f 
Semira fears the rigour of my juftice^ 
Man^e fears my mercy : Artaxerxes, 
At once a friend and fon, feels both your pangs. 
And trembles with Mandane and Semira. 
Ah! come ftiy Artabait } fpeak comfort to me : 

[Seeing Artaban. 
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Haft thou found aught that may defend Arbac^ f 
Say, has he proved hijs innocence ? 
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Artaxerxesj: Mandane, Semira, Mega» 
BisEs, Artaban, Grandees, Guards* 

Artaban, 

/ In vain 

Is all our proffer'd pity : for his fafety 
He heeds it not, or now defpairs to find it, 

Artaxerxes. 

Ingrate ! and will he force me to condemn him ? 

Semira. 

Condemn him ! ' j Too inhuman Artaxerxes ! 
Shall then Semira's brother, Perfia's glory. 
The friend of Artaxerxes, his defender. 
Bend to the fatal ignominious ax ? 
Wjctched Arbaces I All my tears are vain ! 
P unregarded grief! 

Arta?cerxes. 

Falfely, Semira, 
QTboii %'ft that I'm inhi^ma^n— >can I iBQre ? 

TboM 
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Thou fee'ftArbaces offers no defence: - . -; 

What v^TQuld'ft thou do, or ^what would Artaban? 

Guards, let Arbaces be conduced to met: 

The father's felf (hall judge his fon, (hall hear. 

And, if he can, acqiiit him ; to his hand 

1 truft, in this, my right of fov'reign powVf! t" • ' 

Artaban. 

What h^vc you faid I [ ./. . ', „ ; 

' MAndane. 

Shall friendfliip thus prevail 
^bove your duty ? Sure you never fought 
His punifhnlent, fince to a father's voice ^ ^ 
You thus commit the fentence of the guilty, 

Artaxerxes. 

Yes, I commit the fentence to a father, 
Whofe truth is known, ^ho has himfelf accus'd 
A fon whom now I,v,a,inly would defend 9 ; 
A father, who has greater caufe than I 
T'enforce his doom. 

Mandane. 

. ; . Yet is he ftill a father. 

Artaxerxes. 

Thence has he double caufe to punifh him : 
I on Arbaces only woiJ^ld revenge . ^. -. . .^ - 
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The death of Zencs flain ; but Aitabn 
Muft on his fon revenge, with greater i%Ottr, 
The death 6f Xerxes, and his o«m diflMAoor. 

Mandane. 
Theft thns " ■ 

AUTAXEKl^BS. 

Should then Arbaces' guik be pravM, 
I tiius (ecure a vidim for the king. 
Without ingratitude to my preferver. 

Aetaban. 

Such trial. Si r ^ ^-^ 

Aetaxeezes. 

Is worthy of thy virtue. 

Aetabak. 

How will tbe world approve youf choice? 

A&TAXEEXES. 

Can aught 
Be urg'd againft it ? Speak, ye peers, declare, 

[T^tbiGramliis. 
Is there a doubt that prompts you to diflfent ? 

Mbcabises. 
Each, by his filenCe, ftems t'apprcrre the choice. 
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Sbmika. 

See tv^lefe my brother comes. 

Mandane. 

Ah me! [J/uk.J 

Aktaxbrxes. 

No more : 
Let him be hesird. 

[Ajijtaxerxes afcends thi throne^ and the 
Grandees take their places.^ 

Artaban. 

Now, now my foul, conceal 
Thy inward pangs, [jffide.'] 

[Takes bis feat at the table. 

Mandanb^ 
Be flill my beating heart ! I4fi^*j 

SCENE XII. 

ARTAXBRXBS,MANDAN£,SBMIRA,MBGABt'- 

s£8. Grandees, Arbacbs in chainsyGv avlds. 
Arbacbs. 

Am I to Perfia then become fo hateful. 
That ail are gathered to behold my fuffritigs ? 
My king——— 
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Artaxerxes. 

Call me thy .friepd : fain would I ffill 
Continue thus, that I might doubt thy guilt. 
And fmce th' indulgent name of friend but ill 
Befeems the judge, the trial of thy crime 
To Artaban's committed. 

Arbaces. 

To my father I 

Artaxerxes. 

To him. 

Arbaces. 

I freeze with horror I [JJtde.y 

Artaban. 

Wherefore art thou 
Thus loft in thought ? Perhaps thou ftand'ft amaz'd 
To fee my fortitude. 

Arbaces. 

/Jas ! my father j 
I'm ftruck with horror to behold thee here, 
Reflefting what I am, and what thou art. 
Canft thou then judge me? Canft thou thus prefervc 
Thy looks unchang-d, nor feel thy breaft:withia 
Torn by confliding pangs ? 
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Ahtaban* 

Whatever I feel, 
'Tis Bi^Jqr thee t'^xplore my fecret thoughts. 
Or fearch how far my heart and fgce agree. 
Remember |hou haf^m^de me what I aoi : 
Had'ft thou obferv'd my counfels, had*ft thou 

learn'd 
To tread the Iteps of an indulgent father. 
Before th^fe pfsers I had not been the ju^ge. 
Nor thou the criminal. 

Artaxerxes. . 

Unhappy father I 

Mandane. 

We come not here t'attend your private griefs : 
Or let Arbaces now defend himfelf. 
Or Ipt him be condemned, 

Arbaces. 

Inhuman princefs ! [JJide.] 

Artaban. 

Then let the criminal appear before me, 

A^nd anfwer my demands : thou'rt here, Arbaces, 

As Xerxes' murderer 5 and thefe the proofs 

That fpeak thy guilt : thy rafh prefumptuous love. 

Thy wrath againft the king—— 
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AUBACtS. 

My bloody weapon. 
The time, the place, my fear, my flight, I kttow 
All thefe proclaim me guilty 9 yet all thefe 
Are other than they feem^**-«^rm innocent. 

Artaban. 

Produce the proofs } clear up thy AiIIyM feme. 
And calm the anger of diftrefs'd Mandane. 

Arbaces. 

Oh! would'ft thou have me conftant in niy 

fufPring^, 
Aflail me not in that moft tender part. 
At that lov'd name — ^Inhuman fathe r 

Artaban. 

Hold, 

"With paffion blind, thou know'ft not where 

thou art. 
With whom thou fpeak'ft, or what aflembly hears 

thee. 

Arbacss. 
But yet my father^-*^ 

Artaban. 
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Artaban. 

Yet my foul conceal 
Thy inward pangs. [Jfide.] 

Mandane. 

Be ftill my beating heart, [jffide.^ 

Artaban. 

Thy fault demands repentance or defence. 

Artaxerxes. 

fpcak—— affift our pitying grae^ 

Arbaces. 

My king I 

1 cannot fpeak of guilt or of defence ; 
Nor can I find a motive to repent; 

And fhould you queftion me a thoufand times, 
I muft a thoufand times repeat the fame* 

Artaban. 

O filial love! [AJule.} 

Mandanc. 

Yes, yes, his fpeech, his (tlence 
Alike declare him guilty : wherefore then 
This long delay ? What means the judge ? Is this 

The- 
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The man that fhould revenge his murder'd king^ 
And clear his own difhonour ? 

Arbaces. 

Doft thou feek 
My death, Mandaile ? 

Mandane. 

Perfeverfe, my foul! [Jfide.'j 

Artaban. 

Princefs, thy juft f^cproaCh h^s rcJuz'd my virtue : 
Let Artaban pronounce the rig'roos fentence^ 
And give to Periia's realms a great example 
Of loyalty and juftiCfe yet unknown. 
I here condemtt my fon— Arbaces die. 

[Signs the p4^p$f^ 

Mandane. 
OHeav'n! {AJide.^ 

A^TAXERXES. 

Defer, my friend, the fatal fsntenco. ; 
Artaban. 

The deed i^ fign'd— — I have fulfilled my duty. 

[Rifes and gives thi paper* 

Artaxerxes. 
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ArTaxerxbs* 

O barbarous triumph ! 

[Defcends from his throne, the Grandees r!fe. 

Semira. 

Moft inhuman father f 

Mandane. 

My tears betray me. [Jftde.] 

Arbaces. 

Does Mandane weep ? 
Can then my fate at length excite thy pity ? 

Mandane. 
Tears flow not lefs from pfeafure than from grief. 

ArTABjAN. 

The rig'rous judge has done his part — O Sir f 
Permit the father now to be indulg'd. 
Forgive, my fon, the lav/s of tyrant duty, 
Endure with patience what remains to fuffer : 
Let not the thought of punifhment affright thee ;. 
The fear of evil is the greateft evil. 

Arbaces. 

Alas I my confta?ncy begins to fliake. 
To view myfelf before the world expos'd 
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A fecming criminal j to fee my hopes' ^ 
Thus blaftcd in their fpring; my day of life 
£xtin£i: at early dawn ; to find myfdf 
Hateful to Perfia, to my friend, my love ; 

To know my father moft unnat'ral father ! 

But whither am I.hurryM ? — O farewell I 

Artaban. 

My foul is chiUU IJ/tde.-] 

Mandane. 

I faint. IJ/uU} 

. Arbaces. 

Too ralh Arbaces, 
What haft thou utter'd ? Pardon me, my father; 
Behold me at your feet : excufe the tranfportt 
Of wild defpair : let all my blood be fhed, 
I'll ne'er complain, nor call the fentence cruel, 
fiut ktfi the hand that figns my doom. 

Artaban. 

Orife! 
Thou haft indeed too deep a caufe for angutlh. 
But know— ^O Heav'a!«<-*«*This laft embrace and 
leave me. 

ARBACSg* 
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. Arbaces. 

While on this dear embrace I dwell, 

hear me by'.this laft farewell! ' > 
Preferve thyfelf from ill, remove 
This cruel fcorn from her I love j 

And ftill my king defend. 

1 meet my death without regret. 
If all the woes that Perfia threat 

On me alone defcend. 



SCENE XIIL . 

Artaxerxes, Artaban,. Mandane, 

. §5MIRA. 

. t « * , 
.'■ ! 1 ; I ; ' ! ■ 

Mandane. 

Arbaces gone, I now indeed begin 
To feel the. ftroke o( death. 

Artaban. 

Behold, Mandane, 
T*appeafe thy rage I fhed my deareftblood. 

Mandane. 

Ah I wretch ! fly from my prefence, from the light 

Qf Heav'n, the golden ftars : hide thee, inhuman, 

-Vol. I. G De<^ 
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Deep in the hollow earth's moft dark recefs. 
If earth herfelf will in her entrails yield 
A fhelter for a cruel impioos father. 
Loft to afFedioh, and to nature loft i 

AUTABAN, 

1 • • • ' • . * 

And is niy virtue then ■■■■■' r 

Mandane. 

. Barbarian f peac^t> 
What virtue doft thou boaft ? Virtue has ftill 
Its bounds prefcrib'dj extending to excefs. 
It grows a vice* . t / , . . 

. . y . • '^ Ajbltabak. . . ' 

But art not thou the fame 
That urg*a my tardy juftice ? 

Mandan.b. 

. - Yes, I am; 

And glory in my rigour Let Arbace* 

Be judg^ again, again III urgeliis fenteilce. 
Mand^nc^s'duty was t^avenge a father. 
But Arta&an'a to fave a foii : compaffiom 
Became thy ftate, and hatred fuited mine. 
I was forbid to liften to the call 
Of tender love, but thou fhould'ft htve fcrgot 
The rig'rous judge : fuch were our different dudeu 

Hence 
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Hence 10 Ulttkiii^^ ivbodaf -cdrfHi'd j 
. Whofe gloom a thoufap^^onfters hides ; 
There none amid the favage kind. 

So cruel as t*yfelf I'efidttafr ^ 
Whate'fer df evil Afric forfhs^ ' 

Whofe iaAds rtre' par chTit ^f^kh hvtmlttg heat ; 
Whate'e* 19 feeiviii raging ftomte. 

All, a)), in t^t ccihOxgiiictu 
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ARTAXERXris?, ARTAfiAlJ, SemiRA. 

v-on T , . ix*'. " -f..! • . 

f,AaTAXERXW« 4 

O myScmifw'! YidWhiis ftifl«r^ft'ifdn1pif^d 
To ruin poor Arbaces ! 

And art thoii tiHanfg'^ fo foon-? Firft wotrld'ft dtotf 

Thy fri*!rf,- antf'then lament hiAi? o , . . 
Artaxerxes. 

To his- father 
G 2 I gave 
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I gave the pow'r t'acquit or to condemn him. 
And am I then a tyrant ? Have I kiir4 him I 

Semira. 

O ! 'tis the moft ingenious cruelty ! 
The father judging^ was compelled to a<9 
Subfervient to the laws; to thee, a kifig> 
The laws were fubje£t : pity had in hin^ 
Been criminal, but was from thee a. duty : 
No, rather tell me that with favage joy. 
Thou fee'ft a fon flain by his father's doom ; 
That friendfbip^and that love are thine no more, 

Ahtaxerxes., . 

Let Perfia witnefs for me, that I now 
Am grateful to Arbaces, that I feel 
Compai&on for my friepd, and love for thee. 

Semira. 

Yes, till this hour, I with the world deceived, 
Admir'd thy feeming virtue, and believ'd thee 
A tender lover, and a gen'rous friend : 
But now, one moment (hews thee, as thou art, 
A treacherous friend, and an inhuman lover^ 



Whea 
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When love with unrefifted chains 
The natives of the woods conftrains, 
Th* Armenian tigrefs drops her rage. 
The lion learns his wrath t'afluage. 
, ' But thou with wrath more fell indu'd. 
Than ev'ry favage of the wood, 
Canft bid thy heart relentlefs prove 
To cv*ry tender call of love, 

•S C E N E XV. 

Artaxerxes, Artaban. 

Artaxerxes. 
Didft thou not hear unkind Semira's rage ? 

Artaban. 
Didft thou not hear unjuft Mandane's anger ? 

Artaxerxes. 
I'm all compaf&on, yet £he calls me tyrant. 

Artaban. 
I'm only juft, and yet fhe calls me cruel. 

Artaxerxes. 
And does my mercy meet with this reward ? 
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Artaban. 

Is this the xecompcnfe of rigid virtue ? 

Artaxerxes. 

O Artab^ ! J|i one diftrefsfi4 ^y> 
What lofs bayej f fuftain-d 1 

Artaban. 

Forbear to murmur | 
Leave, Ipave complaints to me, for I this day 
Of ^1 manki^^ V^ furely inof| unhappy, 

Artaxerxes, 

Great are thy pains indeed, nor little mine^ 

Alas! I know not of the two. 
To which compailion moft is due. 

The friend or father's ftate : 
But this I to my grief mi^ own^ /. ^^ 
That love in me was choice alone^ 

In thee decreed by fate. 



SCENi; 



ARTAXERXES. 
SCENE XVI. 

Artaban alone. 

At kngth I am alone, and once again 
Can breathe at liberty : to hear myfelf 
Declared Arbaces' judge, had almoft loft me. 
But l^t me diink no more on perils paft, 
Myfelf Pye fevy, now let me fave my fon. 

So when the ludden light'iiing flies^ 
The fhepherd, ftruck with pale furprize. 

Falls Anfeleis to the ground : . 
But when he finds his fears were vain. 
Again he rifes, breathes again ; 
And careful numbers on the plain 

His frighted flock difpers'd around, . . 



G 4 ACT 
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A C T ,111. SCENE I. 

An inner part of the Citadel where Arbaces is 

I confined. A viezu of feveral Prifons. A little 

door on the right hand that leads tip to the Palace* 

Arbaces. 

Ah ! why fhould death fo flowly move, . 

When death is but the end of woe ? 
To thofe who happy fortune prove. 

Death only can be deem'd a foe. 

S C E N E II. 

Arbaces, Art AXERXEs. 

Artax^rxes. . '.* 

Arbaces. ^ 

Arbaces. 

O ye powVs ! Whom do I fee ! 
What brings you to thefe feats of ^rief and horror? 

Artaxerxes. ^ 

Pity and friendfhip. 

Arbaces. 

Wherefore come you, Sir, 
To (hare my wretchednefs i 
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, . Artaxer^xes. , 

I come to fevc thec; 
Arbaces. 
Tofavcmel"^ 

Artaxerxes. 

Linger not — '• — but where yon' way 
Leads to a lonely quarter of the palace, ^ 

Dire^athyh^ftyfteps: fly, fwiftly fly. 
Far, far from hence, aiid ieek fome fafer realm t '-' 
Remember Artaxerxes, lomhlm ftill, 
AndKve, ' . *"- . • . , 

• Arbaces. '. 

• : : My king, if you believe me guilty,^ 
Why would you :fave me* f and if innocent, ^ 
Then wlierefore fliould i fly ? 

Artaxerxes. 

If thou art guilty . 
I*givc thee back the life thou gav*ft to me; 
If thou ar>>innocenti I offer now 
The ohfy meafti^ by Which thou canft efcape, 

Whik thou continueft filent rSpare thy friend 

The grief of killing thee ; appe^fe the tumults 
'Of this diftraifiUd.bofotn : wbether friend(bip 

Has 
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SCENE III. 

Artaxerxes alone. 

'Xhofe looks ere&, that open mien of virtue 
Can never fpeak the traitor : no difguife 
Can hide the luftre of a noble mind ; 
Ahd in the features oft we read the heart. 

Light vapours that afcending play. 
And fpread with fleecy clouds the day. 

May thinly veil. 

But not conceal 
The fun's refulgent ray. 

In vain the fhallow riv'let flows 

The fandy bed to hide; 
The clear tranfparent cryftal (hows 

Each reed beneath the tide. 

S C E N E IV. 

Artaban foUowid by the Con/pirators^ Mega- 

B ISES. 

Artaban. 

My fon, Arbaces ! Whither art thou gone ? 
He furely hears my voice— —-Arbaces— -Heav'ns ! 

Where 
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Where lurks he ? While I feek my fon, my friends. 
The care be yours to kee^ this pafs fecure. 

IE fit en befwi'^t t^e femes ^ on the right hand. 

M£GABIS£S. 

And wherefore do yfe loiter ftill ? [Ti the Confpirators. 

The time 
Now calls us forth — But where is Artaban ? j 

Where is Arbaces ? Wherefore this inaction ? 
In fuch an enterpriz;^ is this a feafon 
For cold n^glea?i-».What hoa! Lord Artaban. 

[Enters hftwixt the fcenes^ on the left band. > 

Artaban. ' 

Unhappy mcl ; [Coming out Afferent vuaf^X 

My Ton, my fon is Ipft ! . . . / 
A deadly coldnefs freezes at my heart : 

I fear, I doubt ^yet there perhaps conceal'd, 

jj yet niay find^-i^trHa'! Megabifes here ! 

[Meets Megabifes, 

Megabises. 
What Artaban I 

Artaban* 
Say,, haft thou found my fon f 

Megabises. 
Haft thou not feen him then ? p 
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Artaban. 

Heav'ftI Ajr doubts 
Still liiore and more increafc. , ^ 

Megabises. • . , 

Explain yourfelf j 
Wbatbas^befel^ttArbaccs^ ' 

■.■■"•• I •■ 

, AUTABAl^. . J ' 

■ ■ Who, afew^l^--) .^>'^" 
Can nov inform me of him ? Fni diftra£ted 
Amidft a thoufand cares and dread fufpicions. 
How many fatal images has fear 
R0i«M m niy tortor'd brti^! Who kd($«» 1^£liftT 
Who knows i£ yet he livei?-' ^ " ' 

MeGABtISES. ... ; 

Tocrfoon y^xx dri^ : k 
S^tfitUms toejrtftijnes; may not Mandane 
Or Artaxcrxes, ttrg'd by love or iriendfhip, 
JIave fet the prisoner free ? Behold the way 
That to the palace leads. .-./". • ' 

AietABAN* 

But wherefore yet 
From me conceal his flight ? Ah! Megabifcs, 
Arbac6s is no more ; I know it well, 
Jftid each in pity hide« it from hifr fatb«f* 



Meoabises. 

Avert the omen, Heav'n ! Yetrecolle£k 

Your troubled thoughts ; refume your wonted 

iirmhels} * ' r " - 
Our efttei|)riaedeinM|ds-it'(Ulii5jfu:,: -wy ; : r . . ' J 

AitviVBrAfi& 

^ '■: "' . //-AlaiF •■'-:-;•■•. •— i 
Whil iE$iit^fi>ri«e can now jesigro& my ihiifd? / v'' 
I have no cntcrprize— — py. /oQ J^ loft ' 

MspABisi^d.r r 

What fays my lord ? And have you then in vain 
Seduc'd the royal guardst Hife Hfin vain' ^ 
Seduced th* all^iarioeof thettdopa?— -Rettlve : ^ 
This moment Artaxerx^sigocrtaifwear ' O 
Obfervan<?e lor the laws: the fecre'itrup i V 
By your comitland already have l:«ing*4 
With dea^ jirice : and fiiaU' weiiiow fo poCrly 
LoTe all ourjcares and toils t 

Artaban. 

For whom, my friend. 
Should I ftill toil, unlefs 1 'firtd Aftaces? 
My fon was all my joy ; to make him great 
I firft became a traitor ; for his fake 
Waft odious to myfelf ; depriv'd of him^ 

What 
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What further hope remains ? I lofe the fruit 
Of all my crimes. * 

Megabises. 

Arbaces, dead or livingt 
Claims at your hand^ tbcs empire, ot revenge* 

ArTA'BAN. 

For that alone I live— Yes, Megabifes, 

Lead, 14^ me where thou wilt; I tjtift i9k.tbee^ . 

Megabises. 

Truft that I lead thee birto viflcry, 

' '^■". . ' •■ ■ ". ■ ■ 

O ! let the f^endof df !a crown . '. 

To fearlefs deeds thy foul infpitc t ;. 
O ! let the danger >pf a fon •':- f. 

With gen'rou3 rage thy bofom fire. . 
The heart that brave revenge purCnes, 

Can ev'ry feeble thought control^) : 
And fweet 'tis then the calm to lofe 

Amidft the tempeft of the foul. 

S C E N E V. 

Artaban alone. 

Relcntlefs Gods ! you now have found the way, . 
The only way t' unman me : but to doubt 
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If yet my dear Arbaces lives diftradts me ; 

I cannot overcdm^ this fecfet tumult, -, 

That from my reafon takes the powV to govern. 

If thou, m'y fon, to life art loff. 

No more Til breafKe the vital air ; 
But firft, difpatch'd to Pluto's coaft, ' 

A monarch fliall my mefiage bear. 
Befide the fable ftream his oar 

Th* infernal pilot ffiall (ufpend. 
Till to the margin of the fhore 

The mournful father (hall dcfi:end. 



S G E N B VI. 

An Apartment belonging /^ MakdAKE. 
, . Mandane. 

tVhetter too frequent forrow dulls the fenfe, 
6r that our fouls partake fome inward light 
That glances' at futurity, I know not : 
I eannot niourn Arbaces as I ought */ 
Yet furely ftill he lives, for were he dead. 
The tidings muft have reach'd^ me j fame is ever 
Induflrious to difperfe the news of woe. 
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SCENE VII. 

Mandane, Semira. 

Semira. 

At length thou may'ft be comforted, Mandane, 
For Heav'n now fmiles upon thee. 

Mandans. 

Has the king 
Released Arbaces ? 

SEMIilA. 

Rather fay the king 
Has flain Arbaces. 

Mandane* 

Ha I What doft thou mean f 

Semira. 

Tis plain to all; in fecret has he fall'o 
A cruel facrifice. 

Manoane. 

Fallacious hopes I 
O fatal day ! 

SEMXEAt 
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SSMIRA. 

fehold thou art reveng*d. 
Thy rage is fitted ; would'ft thou more ? Or fcck'ft 

thou 
Some other viftim ? Speak. 

Mandane, 

Alas ! Semira, 
Light evils fpeak, but mighty griefs are filent. 

Semira. 

What heart was e^er more cruel found than thine } 
There's not an eye unmoiften'd at his death, 
Yet thou coilft keair his fate without a tear. 

Manpane. 
That grief is little which permits our tears. 

Go, if thou art not yet appeas'd, and glut 
With my dear brother's corfe thy greedy fight: 
Obferve his bofom, number o'er bis' wounds. 
Then, with exulting looks. 

Mandan^. 

Forbear, and leave me. 

H2 Semira. 
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SfiMIRA. 

Leave thee !— ^forbear ! — no, while my life remains 
Thou fhalt behold me ever hov'ring round thee 9 
I'll haunt thee ftill, and make thy days unhappy. 

Mandane, 
Say when have I deferv'd fo many foes ? 

Wherefore this infulting ftrairt ? 

Muft I bear a cruel name ? 
Ceafe, inhuman maid, in vain 

Ceafe Mandane's heart to blame. 
Think, abandoned to defpair. 

What from thee, ingratc, I prove : 
Think, Semira, can I bear * 

Hatred from the friend I love i 



SCENE VIIL 

Semira ahru. 

What, has my ralhnefs done ? I vainly hop'd 
That grief dividQd would decpeafe the burthen j 
But ah ! it fwells the more ; while now I thought 
To eafe myfelf by infults on Mandane, 
I piercM her heart, without relieving mine. 

'TIs 
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*Ti8 falfe to think content we find. 
Whene'er with us in forrow join'd. 

Another's tears o'erflow : 
To fee a friend oppreft with grief. 
Affords th' affliaed no relief. 

But fwells the fighs of woe. 

SCENE IX. 

Arbaces alone^ 

Yet here I find her not O grant, ye pow'rs ! 

That I may calm my lov'd Mandane's anger. 
Once more behold her, and depart in peace. 
Perhaps retir'd to fome more lone apartment 

I may but whither would my raflinefs lead me ? 

O Heav'n ! Behold flie comes ! I have no heart 
Tp venture in her fight. [Ritira. 



SCENE X. 

Akb AC E s af arty Mandane. 
Mandane. 

Let none prefume 
To break on my retirement. [To a Page^ who 

[having received the order ^ departs. 
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Now, my foul. 
Thou may'ft at liberty indulge thy anguifh^ 
Thy wild dcfpair — Yes, yes, my dear Arbaqes, 
My favage fury flied thy blood, and now 
My own fhalj flow t'appcafe thee. [^Draws a ddgger. 

Arbaces. 

Hold! 

Mandane, 

Ye powers f 
[Seeing Arbaces, Jhe lets fall the dagger. 

Arbaces. 

What inconfid'rate rage ! 

Mandane. 

Arbaces here ! 
In freedom and alive ! 

Arbaces. 

A friendly hand 
Struck off my chains. 

Mandane. 

Fly hence! Begone! Ah! leave me— 
What will be faid if here thou*rt found ? Ingrate, 
Leave then my fame unfully'd, 

Arbaces. 
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Arbaces. 

Who can quit 
His native land without beholding thee 2 

Mandane. 

What would'ft thou feek from me, perfidious 
traitor! 

Arbaces. 

Ah ! princefs; fpeak not thus — I know full well 
Thou wear'ft a fternnefs foreign to thy heart. 
Did I not hear thee ? Ye^, ' my dear Mandsne, 
Arbaces heard thy love. 

Mandane. 

'Tis falfehood all. 
Or fclf deceit; but grant Tve fpoken ought. 
My lips, betniy'd by irfc, bely'd my foul. 

Arbaces. 
Yet am I ftill the objedl of your paffion. 

Mandane. 
Thou art my deteftation. 

Arbaces. 

Cruel maid ! 
Takft then this fword, ai^d fate thy utmoft rage ; 
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Behold my bofom bare to meet the blow. 

Mandane. 
Death wouU reward, not puniih thee. 

.Arbaces. 

'Tis truei' 

Forgive me, I have err'd ; but with this hand 
All fhall be hcal'd. [About to Jlab himfelf. 

Mandane. 

What would'ft thou do ? Perhaps 
Thou tliink'ft thy blood Sufficient to appeafe mi : 
^o, I would have thy death a fpedlacle 
Pr public infamy ; no mark, no fhadow 
Oi gen'rous courage muft adorn thy fall. 

^RBACE§. 

Ingrate, inhuman ! thou (halt have thy wifli ^ 

[Throws away the dagger. 
ril feek again my prifon. [Going* 

Mandane. 

Stay, Arbaces ! 

Arbaces. 
What wpuld'ft thouTay ? 

. ■(.. .Mandane. 
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Mandane. 

Alas ! I know not what ! 

Arbaces. 

And haft thou yet fome. fmali degree of love 
That ftill detains me here ? 

. . Mandane. 

Enquire no further : 
Why would'ft thou raife my blufhes ? Save thyfclf, 
^o more afflict me. 

Arbaces. 

Still thou lov'ft Arbaces, 
If thus thou'rt movM to pity him. 

Mandane. 

O no ! 
Believe not thiat 'tis love : but fly and live ! ' ' 

Arbaces. 

Thou bid'ft me, dear Mandane, live. 
But if thy love thou wilt not give. 
My tortur'd heart muft break ! 

Mandane. 

Ye ppwVs ! how cruel is my pain! 
O let thefe blufhes then explain 
The thoughts I dare not fpeak. 
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. ARBACje$*. 

Hear me opce more. 

Mandanii. 

Ahflo! 

Arbaces. 

Thou art, Mandane— 

M!akdane. 

Light of thefe defiring eyes ! 

Leave me, leave me yet in peace ! 

_^ , Bo TH. 

t - ■■■*■■ 

Tell me when, .rdentlefs ikies ! . 

When your fatal rage will ceafe ? 

What cannot human life fuftain. 
If life can bear fuch cruel pain ! 



SC'l^NE 
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S C E N E XI. 

A magnificent place defigned for the coronatUn of 
A&TAX£X.X£$« A throne on ofte fide^ with a 
fce^ar and crown thereon. An altar kindled in the 
midfty with /m image, of the Sun. 

A&TAXBKXBs and AKTABAiSy with a numerous 
attendance: and Psopls. 

Artaxerxes. 

To you, my people, I prefent myfelf. 

No lefs your father than your king : be you 

My children more than fubje<as : 1*11 defend 

Your lives, your fiame; whatever arms may gain. 

Or peace beftow: do you defend my throne : 

And let our hearts now make the juft exchange 

Of loyalty and love : the reins of empire 

ril fway with gentle hand, and guard the laws 

Inviolate—-— «tfais to perform, to all 

JEleligiou/ly I fwear. [An attendant brings the cup. 

Artaban. 

The facred cup [Gives the cup* 
Receive, and bind thy oath with ftronger ties, 
Compleat the rite^and drink thy own deftruftion. 

Artaxerxes* 
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Artaxerxes. 

*< Bright God ! by whom the vernal floVrs arife; 
" By whom the whole creation lives or dies 5 
<< Hear !— if my lips the words of falfehood fpealc^ 
" On this devoted head your vengeance break : j. 
*' Let my life fade, as now the languid flame 
^< Fades at the pouring of the facred ftream : 

[Sheds part of the wine upon the fire. 
*« And while I drink fome fecret bane infufej 
'* To deadly poifon change the vital juice. 

[About to drink. 



SCENE XII. 

Artaxerxes, Artaban, Semira, People. 
Semira. 

Defend yourfelf, my lord, the palaceVall, 
Encompafs'd by a faithlefs throng, refounds 
With rebel fhouts and all require thy death. 

Artaxerxes. 

Almighty pow'rs ! 

Artaban. 

What impious wretch has dar'd 
To rife againft his king ? 
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Artaxerxes. 

Alas ! too late 
1 know him now— — *Arbaces is the traitor* * 

Semira. 

He whom we mourhM as dead. 

Ari^axerxes. 

He lives, th' ingratc : 
He litres— —forgetiFul of my faith to Xerxes, 
Forgetful of my duty to my father, 
I fet him free, and merit to receive 
The punishment which Heav'n has deftin'd for me : 
Yes, I myftlf have woo'd my own deftrudion. 

Artaban. 

Why fliould you fear, my king ? For your pro- 

tedion 
Your faithful Artaban fliall ftUl fuffice< 

Artaxerxes. 
Then let us bafte to puni fc » ■ ' [Goittg* 
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SCENE XIII. 

ArTAX£RX£«7 ArTABAK,- Sfi^ffiTIRA, MaH« ■ 

DANE, People, 
Manda^^e. 

Stay, m^ brother; 
Great news I bring-^the tumult is appeas'd. 

Artaxer?ce«, 
Is'tpoflible? Say, how? 

Mandane. 

; The rebd crowd. 
By Megabifes led, had reach'd already 
The inner palace yard, when brave Arbaces, 
Roui'd by the maddening clamour,.carne to aid th^eji 
What faid, what did he not for thy defence ? 
He painted all tlie horrors of thetf^crime^ 
And fhew'd the praife that waits on loyalty. 
He fet thy merits and thy fame before them : 
On ibme with threats he wrought, on fomc with 

pray'rs ; 
Oft chang'd his looks, from placid to fevere ; 
Till each laid down his arms, and Megabifes 
The impious caufe of all alone remained ; 
Silt hiflA he conquered, flew, and thus reveng'd the^. 

Artabak. 
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Artaban* , . . 

Rafh, inco]^<rrate fon ! (j^e.l 

Artaxerxes, 

Some friendly pow'r 

* Infpir'd me to preferve him -Megabifes 

Was author thea of cv'ry crime cc>mmitted# 

^ Artaban. 

Moft fortunate delufion ! [Jj^^l 

ArtaxeRxT^Is, 

Where: i* now 
My lov'd Arhaces ? Find and bring him hither^ 

SCENE I, A S T. 

Artaxerxe^, Artaban:^ Semira, Man^ 
0ANJS, Arbaces^ People. 

Arbacxs. 

Behd4, my lorcl> Arbaces at your feet. 

Artaxirxes. 



Come to my breaft agaui : forgive me, friend. 
That «f er I doubted ttiee : thy innocence 



h 
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Is now moft clear : O give me then the powY 
To recoftipenfe thee ; from the people's mind 
Chace ev*ry dark fufpicion ; tell us why 
That crimfon fteel was in thy hand; what meant 
Thy flight, thy filence, all that fpoke thee guilty i 

Arbaces. 

O Sir \ if aught from you I have defervM, 

Permit me to be filent ftill my lips 

Are guiltlefs of a lie-:— -believe his faith 
Who once preferv'd thy life I'm innocent* 

AltTAX£RX£S. 

Swear it at leaftj and let.the'folemn rite 
Confirni thy truth : behold the ready cuj^y 
And as the cuftom of our Perfia claims^ 
Call down fome God to witnefs. 

Arbaces. 

I am ready. 

[Takes the cup. 

Mandane. 
Behold my lov'd Arbaces freed from danger. [JJuk.] 

ARTABAfT. 

Where am I ? Should he fwear, my fon is poiibn'd. 

Arbac£$« 



A R T A X E R X E S. 1x3 

Arbaces. 

<< Bright God ! by whom the vernal flow'rs arifc, 
*^ By whom the whole creation lives or dies." 

Artaban. 

O me unhappy ! [Jfid^.} 

Arbaces. 

« If I falfehood fpeak, 
«< This vital bev'rage^ ■ [Jboui to drink. 

Artaban. 

Hold ! the cup is poifon'd^ 

Artaxerxes, 

What do I hear ? 

Arbaces* 

O Gods ! 

Artaxerxes. 

And why till now 
Didft thou conceal it from me ? 

Artaban. 

'Twas for thee 
I had preparM it. 
Vol. I. I Ah^taxerxes. 
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Artaxehxes. 
What conH urge thy rage ? 

Artaban. 

Diffimulation can no more avail ; 

Paternal love already has betray'd ipe. 

I was the murderer of Xerxes i all 

The royal blood I fought to fhed : 'tis I 

Am guilty, not Arbaces : to his hand, 

I, to conceal it, gave the bloody weapon. 

His looks proclaimed his horror for my crime j 

His filence the compaffion of a fon : 

O had not virtue wrought fo ftrong in him, 

(Dt love in nje, I had fulfiU'd my purpofe. 

And h^d deprived thee now of life and empire. 

Artaxerxes. 

Perfidious v^retch ! my father haft thou murder'd^ 

And made me guilty of Darius' death : 

To what exceffes has thy impious thirft 

Of greatnefs led thee [——Traitor, thou fhalt die. 

Artasan. 

At Icaft we'll die together, \^Draw$ his Jwordy 

[Artaxerxes does the fame., 

Arbaces. 

Heav'n§! 
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AjtTABAN. 

My friends. 
Heed not his direats, the feeble laft xemains 
Of defperation-— *-let the tyrant die. 

ine XSmrdsj feducd by Artaban, 
frsjfwre tQ Hittack Artaxerxes. 

AflBACjgS. 

What WdttU'A thou do, my &tber ? 

AUTABAN. 

Bravely perifli. 
Arbaces. 
Lay by thy fword, or here I drink my death. 

Artaba^. 

What fay'ft thou, ha ! 

Alt^ACJSd. 

O, if you kill my friend. 
My Artaxerxcs, I can live no longer. 

Artaban. 

Let me compleat what IVe begun, {Going to attack 

Artaxerxes. 

I 2 ARB>ACB4. 
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Arbaces. 

Take heed. 
Or here I drink. [Jbout to drink. 

Artaban. 

Stay then, ungrateful fon I I 

And doft thou wifh to fee thy father die, 
Becaufe too well he lov'd thee ? Yes, ingrate. 
Yes, thou haft conquer'd — there — behold my fword. 
[Throws away his fword^ and the rebel Guards fif* 

Mandane. 
Faith unexampled ! 

Semira. 

Treachery unequalled ! 

Artaxerxes. 

Purfue the rebels, and let Artaban 
Be led to inftant death. 

Arbaces. 

O Heav'n ! yet ftayj 

Have pity. Sir. 

Artaxerxes. . 

Hope not for mercy for him. 
His crime's too great: yet think not Lconfound 
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The innocent and guilty 5 thou Arbaces 
Shalt wed Mandane, and the fair Semira 
With me divide the throne j but for that traitor 
No pardon can be granted. ^ 

Arbaces. 

Take my life, 
I afk it not, if by my truth to you. 
If, by preferring you, I kill my father !_ > 

Artaxerxes. 

virtue that excites our admiration ! 

Arbac£s« 

1 do not a(k your mercy for myfelf ; 

Be rigorous ftill but change his death for mine* 

Hear him, who once preferv'd you, at your feet 

IKneelsm 
Now kneeling beg to fufFer for a father. 
Thus, thus appeafe your juftice, (bed my blood. 
And, fhedding mine, the blood of Artaban, 

Artaxerxes. 

O rife no more dry up thofe gen'rous tears. 

Who can refift thee ? Artaban Ihall live. 
But let him live at leaft in mournful exile; 
Thus far thy Sov'reign grants thy pious fuit ; 
The virtuous fon preferves the guilty father. 

I 3 CHORUS. 



ti» AtirAXtiLXZs, 



CHORUS. 

Great King ! with rer'rence Pef fia ket 

Mercy feated on the throne. 
When forgivenefs {he decrees 
t A heroes loyalty to crown. 

Juftice ftill we brighter find. 
When with godlike Pity join'd I 
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Tut OLYMPIAD. 



DRAMATIS PERSON M.\ 

Clisthenes, King of S icy on. Father of.; 
Aristea. 

Aristea, in love with Megacles. 

Argene, a Cretan Lady, in the drefs of s 
Shepherdefs, under the name of Lycoris, in 
■ love with Ly CI DAS. 

Lycidas, in love with Aris tea, and Friend of 
Megacles. 

Megacles, in love with Aris tea, and Friend 
of Lycidas. 

Amyntas, the Governor of Lycidas, 

Alcander, the Confident of Clisthenei. 

The Scene lies in the Fields of El is, near the 
City Olympia, on the Bank$ of the River 

ALPHSV8* 




ACT I. SCENE I. 

Thi woody part of a deep valley ,, with high trees that 
grow upon the opposite hills, the branches of the 
Trees meeting overjhade the valley that lies between 
them. 



Lycidas, Amyntas. 
Lycidas. 

Amyntas, Fm refolv'd— forbear to urge 
Thy fruitlcfs counfels 

Amyntas. 

Hear me, Lycidas ; 
Calm yet a little thia tempeftuous paflion. 

Lycidas. 
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Lycidas. 

In whom again {ball Lycidas confidey 
If Megacles deceives him ? Megacles, 
Ev'n in the greateft need, defertshis friend.- ^ 
Moffi wretched he who triifts his future blife 
On firiendihip's doubtful faith 1 ;. . 

■J ', 
Amyntas.- -' ' 

> Be not tb&hiS^ 

In cenfuring his delay: no little fpace 
Divides fair Elis from the Creftan fhore 
Where Megacles refidies : muft your impatience 
Give wings to him ? Perchance your meffenger 
Might linger on his way : the fea that rolls 
His tides between, may ftay yotir friend : be caJm,' 
He ftill may come in time. Th' Olympic gwaes 
Begin not till the fun has pafs'd the noon^ 
And fcarce Aurora yet proclaims the dawn. 

LYtlDAS. 

't'hou kriow'ft that all who hope the viclor's^ prize, 
Should with the morn appear within the temple^ 
To tell their rank, their country, and their ns^ne; 
And fwear at Jove's high ahar, not t'cmploy 
Qr fraud or circumvention in the field. 

AjMyntas. 
I know it well. 
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IrYCIDAS^. 

Thou know'ft that he who comes 
Too late t6 execute this fokmn rite» 
Muft fbmd excluded from the glorious ta^Ial^ 
See'ft thou not how the combataikts alreadjp 
Throng to die temple ? Hear the rural fliouts 
Of eager multitudes ; then fay, Amyntas^ 
What have I more t'expe<9: ? What hopes remaui T 

Amyntas^ 
fijuit ittfaat 18 thy defign? 

LyCI0AS« 

Among the tra^iit 
T'appear before dte altar* 

Amyntas. 

Wbatbefides? 
Lycidas. 
Prove with the reft my fortune in the fick{# 

Amyntas. 
Thou, Lycidas! 

Lycij^as. 

And doft thou think my courage 
Unequal to th' attempt i 
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Amyntas. 

Alas ! my prince. 
Here nought avails the (kill in fanguine fields 
To wield the gleaming faulchion ; other arms. 
Far other forms of war muft here be try'd ; 
Far other arts, the names to us unknown ; 
The dreadful deftus and the pond'rous di(k; 
Thefe to your rivals are familiar grown. 
By frequent exercife; but you, untaught, 
In the firft ardor of unthinking youth. 
Too late may mourn with them th' unequal confliA. 

Lycidas. 

Had Megacles, expert in arts like thefe, 
Arriv'd in time, his valour had fupply'd 
The place of Lycidas : but fince he's abfent. 
What elfe remains for me ? This day, Amyntas, 
Th* Olympic combatants contend not only 
For olive wreaths, the viftor's wonted meed. 
But Ariftea is the bright reward ; 
The royal heir of mighty Clifthenes j 
The firft and lovelieft of our Grecian dames, 
Whofe charms have kindled in my breaft a flame. 
That blazes forth even in its infancy. 



Amyntas. 
What then of Argene ? 



Lycidas* 
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Lycidas. 

Thefe eyes no more 
Muft hope to fee her : love no longer lives 
Wlien hope expires* 

Amyntas. 

A^d yet you oft have fwom^-* 

Lycidas. 

I know thy purpofe, thou would'ft here detain me 
In fruitlefs converfe till the hour is paft. 
Farewell. 

Amynta5. 
'Yet hear me. 

Lycidas, 

No. 
Amyntas, 

' Behold where comci— 
Lycidas. 
Who comes, Amyntas? 

Amyntas. 
Megacles* 

LYCIOASi 
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Lycidas* 

Ha! where? 

Amyntas. 

fietween thofc tufted trees no— 'tis not him* 

Lycidas. 

Thou doft but mock me 3 and indeed, AmyntaSy 
1 well deferve it, who could blindly place 
idy hope in Megades. 

S C E N E IL 

Lycidas, Amyntas, Megacles, 

Amyntas. 

Behold him her e ' ^ 

Lycidas. 

Yt righteous pow'rsi 

Megacles. 

My prince ! 

Lycidas. 

My friend! Ocome^, 
-Clofioe to my breaft : my hopes again revive* 
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Megacles. 

is it true that Hcav'n afJbrds me once 
means to Ihew the gratitude I owe you ? 

LVCIDAS. 

thou canft give me happineTs and life. 

M£CACX£S« 

how? ' 

Lycidas* 

By entering on th' Olympic gamei 
Lth my name, and combating for me» 

MkCACLES. 

ou in Elis yet unknown ? 

Lycidas. 

I am< 

Megacles* 

is device what would you feek ? 

Lycidas. 

My peace, 
av'ft ! lict us not wafte flie time— this hour 
ival combatants mnft give their names*. 
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Fly to the temple; fay thou'rt Lycidas ; 
If thou delay'ft, thy coming here is vain ; 
Go — I will tell thee all at thy return. 

MlGACLES. 

With fecret pride, my friend, I go 
The name of Lycidas to wear; 

That all the much lov'd name may know. 
Which ever in my heart I bear. 

Obferving Greece henceforth fliall fayi 
Our thoughts, or aftions are the fame^ 

Our hearts the like affeftions fway, 

* Nor have we differ'd ev'n in name. 
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Lycidas, Amyntas, 

Lycidas. 

O genVous friend ! O faithful Megacles ! 

Amyntas. 

It was not thus you fpoke of him but now« 

Lycidas. 

View me at length poflefs'd of Arirtea : 
Go, dear Amyntas, fee that all's prepared ; 

I, with 
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I, with my fpoufe, will ere the clofe of day 
Depart from £lis. 

Amyntas. 

Prince, be not fo ready 
To fancy happinefs : you yet have much 
To fear ; your artifice may be difcover'd ; ^ 
Or in the trial Megacles may faih 
I know he ever has been fo^nd victorious ^ 
Yet well I know an unforefeen event 
Sometimes confounds the coward and the brave : 
Nor virtue always meets the fame fuccefs. 

Lycidas. 

Why would'ft thou feek to trouble me in vain 
With thy perpetuR doubts ? So near the port 
Would'ft thou perfuade me ftill to dread a ftorm! 
The man who blindly liftens to thy fears. 
Will doubt of morning light, or ev'ning Ib^de. 

The fteed, approaching to the goal. 
His eager courfe impatient fpeeds ; 
No more obeys the rein's controul. 
The chiding voice no longer heeds. 
• Thus, fiird with hopes, th'exulting breaft 
No dread can know, no counfel bear ; 
But feems of pcefent joy poiTeft, 
To think that happinefs is near. 
.Vol. I. K SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

A fpacious <9HfiftJ at ib4 fopi tf « hilly covered over 
With paft^r^l fo^^fs. A bri^e fvrr the rivet 
Alph^qs, citm^ed ff ^HMfi^ of irea. Between 
the trees J that grew Hffim the phUj it a profpeA o^ 
the Citx of OlymfI A at a Jfjimtce. 

Argons in the drefi of a Sbepherde/s^ weamn§ 
garlandi. Charts of Nymphs and Shepherds^ alt 
hufted in pajloral employments. 

Chorus^ 

IfaiJt! pi^a^ful ftades, dear pleai^ feat I 
K^ tUi^py fr^dpm'Q fure retreat \ 

Arqene. 

No fraud here lurks with foul defiga 

Oui; pleaCuresi to deftixiy \ 
But cppilb^^py Hod love coiabiae^ 

To l>cighten ey'uy joy. 

Chorus. 

H^il.!' p^ac^ ihadpB, deac pleafio^ feat f 
Hail happ]( fteedom's fui^e r^Cieat l> 

AjLG31f«. 
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Argenb. 

Here each of little ftore pofTeft, 

Cc«t(-m With Iittk Hve^; 
Rich in himfelf, bis tranquill breaft 

No poverty perceives. 

Chorus. 

Hail ! peaceful (hades, dear pleafing feat ! 
Hail happy freedom's Aire retreat ! 

Arc£N£. 

Without or guards or ftrong-built hold, 

Our peace is here fecure ; 
No treafui^'d Kdips 6f t^rtptfrtg goM 

i'he miiAigiit thief zSittte. 

Chorus. 

Hail ! peaceful (hades, dear pleafing feat \ 
Hail happy freedom's fure retreat ! 

ArgenE'. 

Of rtyrtipfes r - - , 

No more for Ariftea coraop^ [^ifi^gi ^^^ 

Ifymphs and Shephtrds go out. 
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S C E N E V. 

Arcene, Aristea atUndid. 
Aristea. 

•Lycoris, 
Purfue your harmlefs paftime. 

Argene. 

Doft thou, princefs, 
Return to blefs again my poor abode ? 

Aristea. 

that I could as well avoid myfelf 

As I can fly from others ! Ah I my friend. 
Thou little think'ft how fatal is this day 
To Ariftea. 

Argene. 

Rather fay this day 
Is glorious to you ! Of your matchlefs beauty 
What ampler proofs can future times receive ? 
To win you all the flow'r of Greece this day 
Meet in th* 01)rmpic lifts. 

Aristea. 

He whom alone 

1 wifh to find, alas I he is jiot there. 
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But let us ciiange to fome more pleafing theme j 
Again refume your interrupted tafks : 
Lycoris fit, and let me hear thee fpeak : 
Thou didft begin to tell me all thy fortunes ; 
Purfue the ftory now ; with thy lov'd converfe, 
AfTuage awhile my pains ; and if thou canft. 
By telling thy afflidions, foften mine. 

Argene. 

If aught from me has pow'r to charm your grief. 

Then are my fufF'rings not without reward. 

Already have I told you that my name 

Is Argene, that Crete beheld me born 

Of noble blood, that my afFedions foar'd 

A higher flight than ev'n my birth could daim. 

Aristea. 

Thus far Fvc learnt. 

Argene. 

Hear whence my woes began : 
On Lycidas, the princely heir of Crete, 
I fix'd my love, and was again belov*d. 
Awhile with prudence we conceal'd our flames : 
Till paflion ftrength'ning, as it oft befalls. 
And prudence growing weak, fome watchful e3re 
Perceiv'd at length, and read our mutual glances ; 
The tale to others flew ; from tongue to toxigue * 
K 3 The 
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The rumQur fpr^ading rf4cb'4 tbQ rayal e^n- ; 
The king with apg^r h?ar4i rebuk'd hi§ fon, 
And fternly b^d^ hjoi ppver fee TO? mpre j 
And thus by apppfitipn but incre^s'd 
His wife to (e^ pie i fo the fanning wind 
Adds ftr^ngfh tq fl^me ; (<? rivers bigb^^ fw^I^ 
In ftreighten'd l?pi|^d$ ; imp^ti^nt wi^b bui lore 
The frantic Lycidas refolv'd to fly 
And bear me thence by force; his whole defign 
To m? he fen^, ^he uieflcngcr bQtr^y'd 
His truft^ ^iri g^v? the letter^ to the kj^g. 
My haplefs Iqver ^ben w^? c^cxfe qonfin'cl^ 
And I commzf^i^i tcx ^. foreign hu(han4 
To give my bgn^ji whieb I refy^'d t'obey ; 
Agaittft B^e all, 4ec^ar'd^ ^he n^onajreh tbiea$eji'd^ 
My friends condemn'd me, and my father oft 
Urg'd me t'accept the nuptials : nothing now 
Could fave me but determin'd fligbt or death : 
Of thefe I chofe the firft, which prudence feem'd 
To point, and nature leaft recoil'd to follow : 
Unkaowft 1, came to Elk: «x ^efe woods 
I purpos'd to refide, 'midft (Kepbcrd^ he^e 
A rural nympb,, } no»f am c^l'd Lycoris: 
But itt tb?: f^ithfi4'li bofcjA pJf J^ycQf i§^ 
I cherifh ftiJlt the l>^:^rt of Argei^iC, 



Aristea. 
Indeed I gitjf tbycq;. hj^ cani\pt y^t; 



Approve 
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Approve thy /Hgfit ; d irjjpgiit ttii lAbnt 

To (etk a AUkkkt tcmhtry^^^i^w forhki^^^^^^ 

Argene. 

And flumld I thetf hare yielded up my Hitii 
To Megackt ? . 

Aristea. 

To MegaclesT O Hcav'n ! 

Declara H/kM Mc^UdJl^ii ^l^f 

Argeke. 

^' The hufband 
For wbMV t!he kin]g di&i)g»^d &ie : od]|Kt I then 
To Wvtf fofg6fC«iflf-i^— ^ 

Aristea. 

Argene. 
Athens* 

Aristea. 
What caufe had brought him into Crete ? 

ARGEtfE. 

The caufe was love; for fo himfelf declar'd. 
A l^and of robbers, at liis nrfl arrival, 

K 4 Attack'd, 
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AttackM, and had deprived him of his life. 
But Lycidas by chance came by and fav*d htm. 
Since which they ftill have liv'd in ftriflieft friend- 

(hip: 
This friend of Lycidas, known to the king. 
Was, as a ftranger, by the royal mandate 
Decreed for me. 

Aristea, 

But doft thou yet remember 
His afpeA ? 

Argene. 

Yes, methinks I fee him pre(ent« 
Fair were his (hining locks, his eyebrows dark. 
His lips of ruddieft hue, and gently fwelling; 
His looks fedate, and full of tendemefs ; 
A frequent fmile, a pleafing fpeech — but princefs. 
Your colour changes — fay — what can this mean ? 

Aristea. 

O Heav'n ! that Megacles whom you defcribe. 
Is him I love. 

Argene. 

What fay'ft'thou ? 

Aristea. 

OI 'tis true: 
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In fecrct long he lov'd me ; but my father 
RefusM my hand to one in Athens born : 
Nay would not hear or ev'n vouchfafe to fee him. 
He left me in defpair, and never fmce 
Have I beheld him ; but from thee I learn 
What lias befall'n him fmce. 

Argene. 

Our fortunes botk 
Are furely wohdVous. 

Aristea. 

Could he now be told 
That here Fm made the prize of viftory. 

Argene. 

Difpatch fome trufty meflcngcr to Crete^ 
To give him notice : thou meantime, procure 
The games to be delay'd. 

Aristea. 

Say how, my friend ? 
« 
Argene. . 

Great Clifthenes is Ariftea's father ; 

'Tis he prefldes, th* elefted judge, to rule 

The folemn rites ^ he if he Will can change-— 

Aristea. 
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Ar^stea. 
Butj ah i he will not. 

Argene. 

Y^t^ idiat kamit aty pifillcdfti 

Springs from the trial ? 

Aristea. 

Haile th9tiy let tis^ go 
' And find out Clifthenes. 

Argeke. 

Forbear— *--fl[e*s h^e; 

S C E N E VL 

Argene^ Aristea, CtrsrHEirt^^fnMbA 

My^dawghteiv e^'vy thm^ is now prepared ; 
The names are gather'd,* and the vidims flain. 
The hour of combat 'Sx*^; tior can we longer 
Defer the games witfadui. offending. Heaiv^iiV. 
The faith* of nacionsy and) thy father's^ BonDor; 

Aristea. 
T^mi'hxspe^y, farewell! 
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O ! I (hould give thee caufc 
For pride indeed, did I difclofe the rivals 
That feek to combat for thy fake : Olinthus 
From Megara ; Clearchus comes from Sparta ; 
Thebes fends her Atys 5 Corynth Erylus ; 
Aad Crete's fem'd iflc the youthful Lycidas. 

Arg£N£» 

Who? 

Clisthen:£s. 

Lycid^ the Cretan moaarch's foiK 

Aristea. 

JDloes he too feek me ? 

Clisthenes. 

Yes ^ be comes to prove 
His fi^te with others. 

Argiqne. 

Has ke thea fo foosi 
Forgot Us^ once Wd Argenc ? [Afide.y 

CXISTHENB^S. 

My daughter. 
Let us be goae. 
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Aristea. 

Grant my requeft, my father. 
Delay the combat for awhile. 

Cl.ISTH£N£S. 

Impoffible ! 
But wherefore (hould'ft thou a(k it ? What can urge 
This ftrange defire ? 

Aristea. 

'Tis ever time enough 
To barter freedom : marriage to our fex 
Is but a galling yoke ; and fure we fuffer 
Enough of evil in our fervilc ftate. 
Without the nuptial tie. 

Clisthenes. 

Such is the language 
Of womankind ; but falfely they complain. 

No longer murmur that your fate 

Ungently dooms you to obey ; 
Since ev'n in your fubjefted ftate 

You o'er us rule with fov'reign fway. 
While we in fortitude tranfcend, 

You boaft refiftlefs beauty's arms : 
In vain would feeble man contend ; 

For courage yields to female charms. 
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SCENE VII. 

Argene, Aristea. 

Argene. 

And didft thou, princefs, hear ? 

Aristea. 

/ My friend, farewell I 
I'muft attend my father : thou who know'ft 
Of my dear Megacles, O if thy heart 
B^ gentle as thy looks, in kind compaffion 
Procure me tidings of the man I love 

Ah I feek to know what land detains 

The obje£l of my care : 
If ftill his breafl; unchanged remains. 

If I his converfe ihare. 
Enquire if e'er he gently fighs 

At mention of my name 5 
If e'er, when tender paiEons rife. 

His lips his thoughts proclaim. 



SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 

AlCGENE al9M. 

fifas then ungrateful Lycidas fo foon 

Forgot his vows ? Unhappy Argene ! 

To what have thy ofended ftaf» fefery^ iheJtt } 

Learn, unexperienc'd virgins, learn from me : 

Behold the praftice of deceitful men ! 

Effdi ealls y^M fliH bis life, his foul, his treafure ; 

Each fwe»*s the deaf temevfAfttmct 6f yow chsttm^ 

Beguiles the day^ and w^es fhettnAiigM bottra^: 

All arts are tftcrryr fhey can taan fsk »a4 woip^ 

Before your fighf fctm ready t© txfire: 

But heed them not they are diffemblers alL 

Amidft a thoufand' hopef n^t e^ep 

Oiie hcant feracere to- find ; 
Tho* each in prefenee of the fsHf 

May bo^ ^catf^mt mind 
By cuftom nA^ » ^rown i^fpi^if 

The ftfthft* fev«r*i» na^Atf ; 
And conAmtf, thar efl«e wafs ftfifc'dy 

Is made the lover's ihame. 



SCENE 
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Lycidas, MfiOACtES meeting. 
MSQACLKS* 
My Lyeidas ! 

Lycida$* 
My friend I 

Meoac£Is»^ 

Btb^Id me kerf — *«^ 
LvcixxAa*' 

M«QAQtE.S. 

Ev'ry thing is done. 
I, in thy ftead, have viflted the temple, 
And^ ill thy pk^e^ ibaU- foon begin the trial > 
Then, ere th^ iignal for. ril» ftrife is giv'n^ 
Thou may'ft difckife the bent at thy defigm 

O I (hould- A thoiK con<|uejFj att. the jfealnt of Loio 
Has not a lover bappiop fihan myfelf. 

MEGACLE9* 
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Megacles. 

What mean'ft tbou ? 

Lycidas. 

To reward the victor's toils 
A maid is promised of tranfcendent charms. 
And royal birth : thefe ej^es had fcarce beheld her 
When my heart glow'd, and panted to pofleis her: 
But little ver^d in thefe athletic game s » 

Megacles* 

I underftand you -I for you muft win her. 

Lycidas. 

Ev'n fo, my friend — demand my life, my kitigdom. 
Whatever I have, my Megacles, is thine. 
And all too little to return thy friendfliip. 

Megacles. 

There need not, prince, fuch motives to incite 
A grateful vaflal, and a faithful friend : 
To thee I owe my life j then hope the heft 5 
I truft thou (halt poffefs thy wifhM-for bride. 
I come not unexperienc'd here ; ere this 
My labours have bedew'd the fands of Elis : 
Nor is the fylvan olive to thefe brows 
An unaccuftom'd wreath ^ and never yet 

This 
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This breaft was more fecure of viftory : 
*rhe thirft of honour, and the warmth of friendihip. 
Add ftrength to ev'ry nerve : I pant with ardor. 
And feem already in the glorious lift- 
Methinks I fee each rival combatant, 
Methinks I conquer ! From the trampled field 
My locks and face With diift are cover'd o'er. 
And (houts of* pleas'd fpedlatore fill my ears. 

Lycidas, 

O my lov'd friend ! O deareft Ariftea ! 

Megacles. 

What fay'ft thou, ha ! 

LycidAS* 

I call by name on her 
My foul adores. 

Megacles. 

And nam'ft thou Ariftea ? 

Lycidas. 



idd. 



Megacles* 
What Ariftea? 

Vot.l. L Lycidas. 
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Lycidas. 

Ariftea, 
Born on Afopus* banks, the only off-fpring 
Of royal Clifthcncs. 

M£GACL£S. 

OHcav'n! *tis flie, 

'Tis flie I love! [J/uie.'} And muft we fight 

for her ? 

Lycidas. 

For her. 

Megacles. 

Is this the virgin I muft gain you. 
By conquering here ? 

Lycidas. 

The fame. 

Megacles. 

Is Ariftea 
Your hope, your comfort? 

Lycidas. 

O ! ihe's all to me. 

Megacles. 



I fe#I the fyplf^ pf death I [J/tde.] 
' ' Lycidas, 

Be not furpri^'d : 
When thou fhalt fee the beauties qf tha^ fapp, ^ 
Thou wilt perhaps excufe me : Gods themfelves 
Without a blufh might own a paffion there* 

Megacles. 

Too well I know it. [JJuie.'} 

JLycidas. 

Should'ft thou prove viftorious. 
Can there be found one happier than myfelf ? 
Ev-i^ Megs^lesi fc^l triunjpli jn my joy : 
Wilt thou npt fympathizc in my delight ? 

Megacles. 
Doubtlefs. 

LvcfDAs. 

And wilt thou not, my friend, efteem 
The moment Weft that gives me Ariftea ? 

Megacles. 

Moft bleft P Go4$ ! [JM-I 

L 2 Lycidas. 
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Lycidas. 

And will not Megacles 
Grace with his prefence thefe aufpicious nuptials ? 

Megacles. 

Diftraaion! IJ/uie.] 

Lycidas. 

Speak. 

Megacles. 

I have no will but yours. 
What unknown mifery, what hell is this ! [Jfide.1 

Lycidas. 

How tedious feems the day I Alas ! thou know'ft 

not, 
Or can*ft not Aire believe, that expe£btion 
Is death to one who loves, and loves like mQ. 

Megacles. 

I know it well. 

Lycidas. 

Yes, Megacles, ev'n now 
My thoughts call up futurity : already 
In fancy I poflefs my beauteous bride. 

Megacles. 



T H E O L Y M P I A D. 149 

Megacles. 

This is too much. . [Jjide.] 

Lycidas. 

Methinks I feem— — ] 

Mecacles. 

No more ■■■» 
YouVe faid enough ; I own the name of friend, 
And know the duties which that name implies : 
Yet think not therefore——- 

Lycidas. . 

Why are you difpleas'd ? 
In what have I offended ? 

Megacles. 

# 

Inconfid'rate I 

What have I done ! IJ/ide.] This tranfport 

fprings from zeal 
To do you fervice : hither am I come 
Tir*d with a length of way, the fight draws near, 
But little time remains for my rcpofe. 
And of that little you would now deprive me. 

Lycidas. ^ 

What hinder'd thee before to fpeak thy thoughts I 
L 3 Megacles- 
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M£GACL£S. 

Refpefl reftrain'd my tongue« 

Lycidas. 

Then would'ft thou reft? 

MegAcies. 

I Would. 

Lycidas. 

Shall we from hence retire together ? 

Megacles. 

No, Lycidas. 

Lycidas. 

Then wilt thou ftill remain 
Beneath thefe Ihades ? 

Megacles. 

I will. 

Lycidas. 

Shall not thy friend 
Attend thee here ? 

Megacles. 

O no. llmpatUntiy. 
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Lycidas. 

What can this mean ! [JJide.] 
Farewell, and majr'ft thou find thy wifh'd repofe I 

Still while you fleep, with pleafing themes 
May Love infpire your peaceful dreams, 

And whifper how I'm bleft I 
May yonder ftrcam more filent flow. 
And ev'ry zephyr gentler blow, 

To footbe my friend to reft. 

SCENE X. 

Megacles alone. 

Ye gracious pow'rs ! What tidings have I heard ? 
What unexpeded ftroke is fell'n upon me ! 
Shall fhe I love become another's right. 
And I refign her to my rival's arms ? 
But, O ! that rivd is my deareft friend ! 
How ft range! y for my tcwritient fate unites 
Two names fo oppofite ! Yet fure the laws 
Of friendfliip never can exaft fo much ; 
Forgive me, prince, I am a lover ^00 ; 
To a(k me to refign my Ariftea, 

Is but to afk my life -And does not then 

This life belong to Lycidas who fav'd it ? 

L 4 Do 
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Do I not breathe thrp* him ? And canft thou doubt. 

Ungrateful Megacles ! Should Ariftea 

E*er know thee thus forgetful of thy friendfbip, 

Ev'n fhe might juftly hate thee : never, never 

Shall flbe be witnefs to this change— the laws 

Of fiaith and amity alone PU hear. 

Of gratitude and honour. All I dread 

Is to behold her; let me fliun th' encounter,} 

How (hall I meet her fight ! To think of it 

My heart beats quick, cold fweats bedew' my face, 

J treinblejj I'm confu8'd-^-»---I cannot bear it. 



SCENE XI. 

M^C^ACLES, ArISTBA, 

t 
ARIST£A. 

Stranger. [Without fsiing bisfacc^ 

M?QACL£3« 

Ha I who is this that breaks upon me ? 

[Turning. 

Aristea, 
Hcav'n ! [Sees Megacles, 

MEGACLES, 

O Gods I [See^ Ariftea. 
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Aristea. 

My Megacles I My life ! 
And is it thee, do I again behold thee I 
Ye pow'rs ! I faint with joy, my tender breaft 
Can fcarce fupport this mighty tide of pleafure, 
Thoa deareft obje<9: of my conftant wifhes, 
60 long bewail'd, fo long invok'd in vain ! 
At length thou hear'ft thy faithful Ariftea; 
Thou art return'd in a propitious hour ; 

happy fufF'rings ! O indulgent love ! 
My fighs and tears are amply now repaid. 

Megacles. 
How cruel is my fate ! Ij/JiJe,} 

Al^ISTEA. 

Thou anfwer*ft not. 
My much lov'd Megacles ! Still art thou filcnt ! 
Why does thy colour change ? What mean thofc 

looks 
Confus'd ? Why fcem thy eyes to fhun me thus ? 
Whence is that ftarting tear ? Perhaps, alas ! 
No longer I poflefs thy love perhaps— 

Megacles. 

What fay'ft thou !— Ever ftill-r-know then, lam— 

1 cannot fpeak — How dreadful is my fate I [JJidi.] 

- Aristea. 
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Aristea. 

Thou chiU'ft me to the foul : and know'ft thou not 
That here for me the combatants contend ? 

Megacles. 

I know it well, 

Aristea. 

And com'ft not thou to enter 
The lifts for Ariftea's fake ? 

Megacles. 

I do. 

Aristea. 

Why are you then fo fkd ? 

Megacles. 

Becaufe OGodsi 

What torment equals mine ! 

Aristea. 

I underftand thee : 
Some envious tongue has made thee doubt my truth : 
If this aiflids thee, thou'rt indeed unjuft ; 
For never, Megacles, fince laft we parted. 
Have I ev'n finn'd in thought againft my love. 

Thy 
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voice has feem'd for ever in my ears ; 
lips have dwelt for ever on thy name ; 
heart retained thy image : never yet 
ftlt a fecond flame : thy Ariftea-«^— 

Megaclss. 
L^h— ^"-^I know it wel L > *■ 

Aristea. 

Thy Ariftea, 
[ fooner die than for a fingle moment 
go her plightdd fafth. 

Megacle^, 
Diftrafting thought ! [A/tJe.] 
Aristea. 

look upon me fpeak— — 

M«gaci.es. 

What can I fay t 



SCENE 
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SCENE XII. 

Megaclbs, Aristea, Alcander tnhafti. 
Alcander. 

My lord, difpatch, if here you come to fight j . 
The fignal's giv'n, that to the glorious trial 
Invites the combatants. 

SCENE XIII. 

Megacles, Aristea, 
Megacles. 

Affift me Gods ! 
Farewell, my love ! '; 

Aristea. 

And v\n'lt thou leave me thus ? 
Yet go return my hufband \ I forgive thee. 

Megacles. 

Such happinefs is not referv'd for me. {Going. 

Aristea. 

Hear me, doft thou ftill love me ? 

Megacles. 
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Megacles. 

More than life. 
Aristea. 
Doft thou believe me true ? 

Megacles. 

Thy truth I think 
Unfully'd as thy beauty. 

Aristea. , 

Go*ft thou not 
To conquer^ and to win me i 

Megacles. 

I would hope it. 

Aristea. 

And doft thou ftill poffefs thy wontcd^valour I • 

Megacles. 

I truft, I dp. 

Aristea^ 

And thou wilt gain the priae ? 

Megacles. 
I hop« for viftory. 
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A&ISTEA. 

Then am not I, 
Dear Megacles, thy fpoufe ? 

Megacles. 

My life, adieu. 

In thy future happy dajrs. 

Think on him who lov'd fo wclj, 

Aeistea. 

Tell me what diy grief can raife. 
Tell me, love, thy con/brt tpll. 

MlEGACtE$. 

Ceafe, cealb, thou idol of my heart. 

A&ISTEA. 

Speak, Megacles, thy thoughts difclofe* 

Both. 

Alas! by fpeakingi 
Alas! byfilence IV^^'^^P'^ 
New troubles that incrcafe my woes. 

Aristea. 
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Aristea, 

While thus I fee my lover mourn. 
In vain the caufe I feek. 

Megacles. 

With jealoufy, I rage, I burn, 
Yet, ah ! I dare not fpeak. 

Both. 

What hearts could e'er before fuftaja 
Such fatal grief, fuch cruel pain I • 



ACT 
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ACT 11. S C E N E L 

Aristea, Argene, 

Argene* 

No tidings of the combat yet arrived ? 

Aristea. 

No> beauteous Argene : the law is hard 
That fuffers not our fex to be fpeftators* 

Argene. 

Alas ! *twere greater pain, perhaps, to fee 
The man we love expos'd in fu'ch a conflid. 
Nor have it in our pow'r to give him fuccour^ 
Yet to be prefent 

^ Aristea. 

I methinks am prefent 
Tho* abfent far : ev'n now my lab'ring mind 
Forms things that are not. Could'ft thou fee thiil 

heart ; 
The combat's here, my friend, here, here it rages 
More than in yonder field : before my eyes 
I fee the lifts, I fee my Megacles, ' 
The judges and contending combatants : 

Imagination 
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' Imagination paints his rivals (Irongerj 
His judges partial : dbubly in my foul 
I feel whate'er he feels : the cruel blows^ 
The threats, th' infulting (houts— -O I were I 

prefent, 
I fhould but fear the truth ; while thus I'm abfent^ 
My anxious thoughts create a thoufand dangers. 
And what is not, and is, alike I fear. 

No meflenger as yet appears— ^[/?^>f/»^ out, 
Aristea. 

None yet— r-— 



O Heav'n ! 

ARG£N£. 

What can this mean ? 
Arist£A, 

Alas! I doubt I 
How my heart trembles f 

Argeks. 
• Whence this mighty tumult? 

Aristsa. 

My fate's decided— —See, Alcander comes. 
• /Vpiil. . M Argene. 
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A&GENE. 

O ! hafte Alcander, hafte to give u» comfbrt ; 
What hews f 



SCENE II. 

Aristea, Aicgene, Alcander. 
a^lcander, 

Mod fortunate ! The king, O princefs I 
Sends me to you the harbinger of joy. 
And I-^ 

Aristea. 

Are the games finifli'd ? 

Alcander. 

Yes J they are. 

ArG£KS« 

Declare the vi£lor. 

Alcand9R^ 

ril relate the wliole: 
Already now th' impatient gazing crowd— —f 

A&iiTiA* 
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Aristba. 

jL^t Hie yet! rcl aibl ■ .^ ' 

Aristba/ 
f, who has conqtrer'if ? 

' ' Alcander. 

Lybldas has. conquerM, 

..... • . » ' ■' 

Aristea. 

.! Lycidas! 

Alcander. 

The hmig. 

Argbnte.. 

The prince of Crete ? 

Alcandbr. . 

:s> he who lately landed on thefe llhores. 

Aristea. 
fitted Arifteal [JJide.'i 

Ma Aa^QEHB. 
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Argene. 

Wretched Argcilc I l^fide.] 

Alcander. 

Moft happy princefs ! What a noble confort 
Has fate allotted thee ! 

Aristea. 
Alcander, leave us. 

Alcanoer. 

The king expe£b you. 

Aristca. 

Leave us— «— I will foIloW' 

Alcander. ' 

He waits your coming in the facred temple^ 
Where now affcmbfed 

Aristea. 

Wherefore go'ft thou not? 

Alcander. 

Is this the recompehfe my tidings find i [Jfidc.] 

SCENE 
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SCENE III, 

AmrrsA, Argsnb. 

Argene. ' 

Ah ! tell me, princefs, is there under Heav'n 
One, O ye pow'rs ! more hopelefs than myfelf ? 

Aristba. 

Yes, Argene, that wretch am I ! 

Aroene. 

' O never 
May love on thee inflid the pangs I feel I ' c 

Thou know'ft not what Tve loft j how dear that heart 
Had coft me, which thou now haft raviih'd from me. 

Aristea. 
Nor canft thou judge the torments I endure. 

i grant the fuff'rings great yott prove. 
You lofe the objed of your love j 
But yet may freely vent your grief. 
And feek from pity fome relief: 
While I, by ruthlefs fortune croft. 
Behold myfelf and lover loft ; 
Yet cannot, midft my woes, retain 
^ The wretched freedom to complain* 
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S C E N..E IV. 

AR<»Ellt, AlKYKTAt* 

Argeks. 
And mufl I ntidier pitj find nor (uccoar i 

Amyntas. 

Almighty pow'rs ! Sure Argene appears 
In yonder form ! 

Argene. 

At! leaft revenge, revenge 
May be procured. [Going. 

Amyktas. 

Thou, Argene, in JEh*s I 
Why here, and here alone in homely weeds ? 

Argene. *-■ 

Art thou too tome t*affift the black defigns 
Of thy perfidious prince ? The Cretan king 
Has doubtlefs to a fage condudor giv'n • 
The care of Lycidas ! Behold the fruit 
Of thy inftrudlions ! Glory flien, Amyntas, 
To fee thy pains fucceed : who feeks at full 
To know the tiller's care, muft mark the foif. 

Amyntas. 
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Amyntas. 

Already hasflic bcardr-[.^^W^<] . Not my advice— 
Argei^e. 

Enough— no more — In Heav'n there ftill is juftice 

For all, and may foftietimes be found on earth : 

I will implore it both from men and Gods ; 

My rage (halU like his falfehoodj keep no bounds .; 

To Clifthenes, to Greece, to all the world 

ni publKh he's a traitor: infamy 

Shall ftill purfue his fteps, that ev'ry one 

May hate^ may fhun him, and with juft abiiorrence 

May po^t him out to aU that know him not. 

Amvntas* 

Thefe thoughts are iure unworthy Argene ? 
Anger, tho' juft, is yet a treach'rous guide . 
Were I as thee Fd prove more gentle methods ; 
Contrive that he may fee thee, fpeak to him. 
Recall his promifes to hi* rerhembraftcc ; 
*Tis ever better to regain a lover. 
Than to fubdue a foe. 

Arcane. 

A<id doft thou think 
That e'er Amyntas he'll roturn to me f , . 

M 4 Amyntas. 



i68 T H E O LYM PI AD, 

Amynt'as. 

I hope at Icaft-i^^thou wert his only joy, .' 
For tJiee he languifhM, dy'd for thee j remembcri 
Has he not vow*d a thoufand times 

Argene. 

Remeipber ! 
I for my farrow rccoUeft it all^ 

What faid he not one fatal day ? 

What God did not atteft ? • 
And can he then, ye powers, betray 

The faith he once profefs'd^ 
For him I ev'ry bleffing fpurn. 

Yet now he flies my fight} 
And wilt thou, love, with this return, 

.A conftant heart requite? 



S C E N E V. 

Amyntas akne. 

Unthinking ftate of youth ! when I behold thee 
Expos'd to ev*ry giddy change of love, 
I find new comfort in the calm of years. 
'Tis ever grateful from the fliore to view 
The diftant wredt j not that we take delight 

In 
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In other's woe, but that the mind with pleafure 
Contemplates ills from which ourfelves are free. 

Yet hold and has not hoary age its ftorms ? 

Alas ! too many ; nor is ey*n exempt 

From dread of others : tho' the name may change. 

Folly is folly ftill; each age is niFd 

By love or hate, by anger or defire. 

We're veffels left to wander wide 
Amidft a rough and ftormy tide; 
Our furious paffions that prevail. 
Are dang'rous winds that fwell the fail ; 
Our life's the fea on which we fleer. 
And pleafure is the rock we fear. 

Tho' like* a wary pilot now 

Her watchful ftation reafon keeps ; 

Yet foon the waves may ftronger grow. 
And whirl us headlong o'er the deejps. 



SCENE 
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SCENE Viw 

Clisthbneb prewisi hy Lycidas, Ax»can« 
DER, and MsGACLES tviih an alive cr§%M. 
Cbctus ef WreflUrsy Gvakds and Peoflm.. 

Chorus. 

Than Lycidas a nobler name 

For fortitude renown'd. 
Along the margin of his ftream 

Did AIpheu« ne'er refound. 

Chorus. Part I. 

No hero e'er more bravely ftood^ 

In combat hand to hand ; 
No mightier labours e*er bedeVd 

The fam'd Olympic fand, 

Choi^us. Part IL 

Great Pallas' arts are his in fight. 

The wings of love in fpeed ; 
Not Phoebus* or Alcides' might 

Could Lycidas exceed. 

Chorus. 

Such worth, fuch val'rous deeds difplay'd. 

For ages ihall endure : 
No time with deep oblivion's fliade 

Such honours fball obfcure. 
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Clisthenes. 

Brave youth ! who 'midft thy glory ftill retain'ft 

Thy graceful modefty ; permit me now 

To prefs thee thus with fondnefs to my bofom, 

happy king of Crete ! who could give birth 
To fuch a fon as thee » O had I ftill 
Prcferv'd my fon Philinthus, he perhaps 

Had been like this — [7i Alcander.] Akanderthou 

remembcf'ft 
With what.afBi£tion I confign'd him to thee; 
But yet ■■ 

Alcander. 

It now avails not to revive 
Misfortunes paft. 

Clisthenes. 

*Tis true— —My Ariftea 

\To Mcgacles. 
Shall recompenfe thy worth : if Clifthcnes 
Has aught beftdes to give, demand it freely : 
Thou canft not afk what I'd refufe to grant. 

Megacles. 

Be firm, my heart ! — l^AfidiJ] My lord, I am a Uyki 
And have a tender father; ev'ry pleafurc 

1 fhare not with him lofes half its worth : 
I would be firft to bear the tidings to him 
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Of all that has befairn me ; I would afk 
The fanilion of his will for my efpoufals ; 
And in his pirefence give my hand in Crete 
ToAriftea.' 

Clisthenes. 

Thydefireis juft. 

Mj^gacles. 

With your permiffion I will now depart : 
But, in my ftcad, I leave this friend behind « 
The guardian and conductor of my bride. 

[Prefenting Lycidas. 

Clisthenes. 

What can.thofe features mean? While I behold 

them, 
A ftrange emotion* runs thro* ev*ry vein ! [JJide,] 
Declare, what youth is this. 

Megacles. 

His name's Egyfthus; 
His country Crete ; he to the royal blood 
Is near ally'd ; but friendfliip more than blood 
Unites our fouls ; fo equal are 6ur thoughts, 
In.ev'ry gri^f or joy alike we (hare. 
And naming Lycidas you nam6 Egyfthus. 
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Lycidas, 

Ingenious friendlhip ! [y^de.] / 

Clisthenes. 

Let Egyfthiis then 
ConduiS: thy fpoufe : but furely Lycidas 
Will not depart without one interview. 

MaPACLE's; 

no this meeting muft be dreadful to me. 
For parting would be death : I feel already 
The pangs of fufF'rlng 

' Clisthenes. ' 

Ariftei's nere. 

Mecacles. 

Unhappy me ! [JJuie,] 

S C EN E VII. 

Clisthenes, Lycidas, A'Lc AND £R, Meg A- 
cLEs, Aristea. 

Aristea. " 

To thefe detefted nuptials 

1 comcj ev'n as a victim to the altar. lAfidi.} 
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Lycidas. 
Thofe heav'niy charms will foon be mine for ever! 

Clisthenes. 

Draw near, my daughter : look, behold thy hiifiMUid. 

(Pn/eMtingf Mcgdclts. 

M£GACLES# 

Ah! were it fo! [J/tde.'i 

Aristea* 

«My hufband ! ^Sees Megacles. 

Clisthenss. 

Yes; confefs 
A fairer tie was never form'd by Heav'n. 

Aristea. 

If Lycidas has conquered, can my love ■> 
My father's fure de'ceiv'd. Ij^dg,] 

Lycidas. 

She tliinks her hufband 
Is Lycidfls, and hence her trouble fprings, [AfideJ] 

Aristsa« 
Is this the vidor, father f 
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CtlSTHENBS. 

Canft thou 1^ it ? 
Doft thou not know him by his looks ? Hts hce 
BefmearM with duft, bedew'd with honoured toils? 
That leafy wreath, the glorious ornament 
Of him who triumphs ? 

Aristba. 

Said'ft thou not, Alcander--^ 

Alcand^r. 

I faiil the trutK, O princefs! 

Cl.ISTUEN£S« . « 

• Doubt no longer : 
Behold the ^oufe to whom thouVt jotn'd by Heaven % 
And never could a father's lore obtain 
A nobler from th' indulgent Gods. 

Aristba. 

CXtraniport! [Jfide.} 

Megacles. 

O torture ! [Jfide.} 

Lycidas, 

Happy day! IJfidi.l 

CtlSTHBNSs, 
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ClISTH£N£S. 

What! neither fpcak ! 
Whence is this filencc ? 

MegAcles. 

Heav'ns !— What fhaU I fay I 

A^RISTEA. 

Fain would I fpeak but-^-^ 

CtlSTHEKES. 

Well I underftand thee. 
My prefence is ungrateful : majefty. 
The ftern demeanour of the king and father. 
Accords but ill with love. I know how irkfome 
To me w^re fuch refiraints : remain together, 
I praife the modefty that keeps you thus . | 

In mutual filcnce. I 

Megacles. 
Still my fate's more wretched ! [Jfik*] 



Clisthenes. 
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CtlSTHENES* 

I know that Love*s a boy, and flies 
The converfe of the grave and wife; 
Delights in gamefome toys, but fears 
The rigid frowns of hoary yjsars : 
For diftant awe can ne'er agree 
With frolick mirth and liberty. 

SCENE VIII. 

Aristea, Megacles, Lycidas. 
Megaci.Es. 

) whither fhall I turn, divided thus 
tetween my friend and love ! [Jfide.] 

Lycidas. 

'Tis time I now 
Lcvcal myfelf to Ariftea. . [To Megacles, 

Megacles*, 

Suy [To him. 

J Heaven! [J/uie.] 

Aristea, 

My lord, my hufband, from thy wife 
[Conceal thy grief no longer. 
VoL.L N Megacles. 
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M£GACL£8. 

Cruel fate! [yt/uU.] 
Lycidas. 

My friend, my love admits no more delay. 

[To Megades afidi. 

Aristea. 

Thy filence, dearefl Megacles, diftra&s me. 

Mbqacles. 

Yfet hold, my heart ; compleat thy facrifice : [JJuk. 
Vouchfafe, O prince ' one moment to retire. 

[To Lycidas. 

Lycidas. 

Retire! Say, wherefore 

Mecacles. 

Go : confide in me. 
I muft difclofe the whole to Ariftea. 

Lycidas^ 

But may not I be prefent ? 

Megacles. 

No : this converfe 
Imports far more than thou may'ft think—— 
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Lycjdas. 

*Tis well J 
Thou bid'ft and I obey : I'll not be far. 
An inftant may recall me Think, my friend^ 

For what, for whom thou fpeak'ft : if Lycida,^ 
Has e'er deferv'd thy gratitude and love. 
Now prove it; to thy faithful aid I truft 
My peace, my life. 

SCENE IX. 

• Megacles, Aristea. 

Megacles. 

O cruel recollecSdon ! 

Aristea. 

At length we are alone, and I may now. 
Without oonftraint, give vent to joy ; may call thee 
My hope, my treafure, my delight—— - 

Megaci.1^8. 

No, princefs; 
Tbofe rapt'rous names are npt for me : referve theox 
To grace a happier lover. 

N z Aristea. 
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Aristea. 

And is this 
A time for fuch difcourfe ? this happy day— ^ 
But thoughtlefs as I am thou doft but mock me; 
I am to blame to be alarm'd. 

Megacles. 

Alas I 
Thou haft but too much caufe 

Aristea. 

Explain thyfelf. • 

Megacles. 

Hear then ; but rouze thy courage, Ariftea : 
Prepare thy foul to give th* extremeft proof 
Of dauntlefs virtue. 

Aristea. 

Speak, what would'ft thou fay? 
How my heart fliudders ! 

. Megacles. 

Haft thou not declared 
A thoufand times, 'twas not my form that won thcc, 
But that iincerity, that grateful mind. 
That foul of honour which infpir'd my thoughts ? 

Aristea* 
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Arist£a. 

i true indeed : fuch didft thou fcem to me ; 
lich I know thee yet, as fuch adore thee. 

Megacles. 

uld Megacles e'er change from what thou 

knew'ft him, 
'alfe to friendfhip, perjur*d to the Gods, 
yet the benefits conferr'd upon him, 
I give him death to whom he owes his life; 
» couldft thou love him ftill ? permit him ftill 
woo thee, or receive him for thy hufband ? 

Aristea. 

I doft thou think that I can e'er fuppofe 
Megacles fo loft to ev'ry virtue ? 

Megacles. 

ow then, by fate's decree, that Megacles 

ft be this wretch if e'er he proves thy hufl)and. 

Aristea. 

lat haft thou faid ? 

Megacles. 

Now hear the fatal fecret. 
e prince of Crete, who languifh'd for thy charms, 
N 3 Implo^r'd 
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Implor'd my pity; 'twas to him I ow'd 

My life preferv'd : ah ! princcfs, judge thyfelf. 

Could I refufe — - 

Aristea. 

And thou haft fough t 

Megacles. 

For him. * 

Aristea. 

And wilt thou lofe me thus ? 

Megacles. 

Yes, to maintain 
Myfelf (till worthy of thee. 

Aristea. 

Muft I then 

Megacles. 

Thou muft compleat my tafk : O Ariftea I 
Confirm the diftates of a grateful heart. 
Yes, gen'rous maid, let Lycidas henceforth 
Be what till now thy Megacles has been ; 
To him transfer thy love : my friend deferves 
This happin'efs : I live within his breaft; 
Nor can I deem thee loft if he has gain'd thee. 

Aristea. 
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Aristea. 

Diftraftiflg change ! I fall from higheft Heav'n 
To dcepeft Hell— —A paffion, pure as mine, 

Deferves a better fate Alas 1 without thee 

Life is not life ! 

Megacles. 

O beauteous Ariftca ! 
Do not thou too confpire againft my virtue 5 
Already has it coft me dear to form 
This dreadful refolution : one foft moment 
Deftroys the glorious work. 

Arists^. 

To leave me thus— — 

Mecacles. 

I have refolv'd, 

Aristea. 

Haft thou refolv'd ? And when J 

Megacles. 

This is the laft How (hall I live to fpejJc it ? 

This is the laft farewell. 

Aristea. 

Theiaft!-«-i-IngrateI 
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Affift me, Heav'n ! my feet begin to fail ; 
Cold damps bedew my face; methinks I feel 
The freezing hand of death upon my heart. 

[leans againft a tree. 

Megacles, 

My boafted fortitude decays apace ; 
The longer I remain,' the lefs I find 

The pow'r to part Rouze, rouze, my foul !— 

I go- 

O I Ariftea, live in peace. 

Aristea. 

What fa/ft thou? 
Wilt thou then leave mc ? 

Megacles. 

Fate, my Ariftea, 
Demands this feparation. 

Aristea. 

And thou go'ft-— — . 

MEGACtES. 

Yes, never to return. [Going. 
Aristea« 

Hear mc— Ah no!— 
SajTs whither go'ft thou ? 
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- Megacles. 

Far from thee, my love. 
To breathe in other climes. [Goings he Jiops at 

the entrance. 

Aristea. 

Ohelp! 1 faint 

l^Falls in afwoon upon a rock. 

Megacles. 

Unhappy Megacles ! what do I fee ? 
Her fpirits fink with grief; my only joy, 

[^Returning. 
My Ariftea, droop not thus : behold 

Thy Megacles is here 1 will not go- 

Thou (halt be yet What have I faid ? Alas ! 

She hears me not: and have ye, 'cruel ftars, 
More mis'ry for me ? No j there refts but this. 
This only to fuftain ! Where (hall I find 
A friend to counfel ? What muft I refolve ? 
To leave her thus were cruel tyranny ! 
But what avails my ftay ? Sh^ll I efpoufe her. 
Deceive the kingj^, betray my friend ? O! never; 
Honour and friendfliip both forbid the thought :' 
Yet may I not at leaft defer this parting ? 
Alas ! my refolution then muft meet 
A fecond feparation : Cruelty 

Is 
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Is mercy now Farewell, my life ! Farewell, 

My dear loft hope ! On thee may Utav'n beltow 

The peace deiiy'd to me \,K.tffis her hand,']'^^ 

Almighty Pow'rs ! 
Prcferve this beauteous frame, and add to her's 
The days that I may lofe !— What Lycidas ! 
Where art thou Lycidas? [Looking out. 



SCENE X. 

Megacles, Aristea, Lycidas^ 
Lycidas, 

Has Ariftea 
Been told of all ? 

Megacles. 

She has*— Make hafte, O prince ! 
AiEft thy fpoufe. [Going. 

Lycidas. 

Ye powVs I What do I fee ? 
What can this mean I [To Megacles. 

Megacles. 

Some unforefecn dlforder 
Has overcome her fenfest [Going. 

Lycidas. 
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LyCIDA8« 

Doft thou leave me ? 
Megacles. 

I go—but O ! remember Ariftea ! [To Lycidas. 
What will (he fay on her returning fenfe I 
Methinks I know it all l-^l Jfidfi] Hear, Lycidas ! 

O I fhould fhe feek, or a(k thee where 

Thy haplefs friend is fled ; 
Return this anfwer to the faif : 

My haplefs friend is dead. 

Yet, ah ! let not fuch grief torment 

The tender itoourner's breaft : 
Reply but this : from hence he went. 

With anguifli fore oppreft. 

What deep abyfs of woe is mine ! 

From her I love to part ! 
And thus for ever to refign 

The treafure of my heart ! 



SCENE 
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S C E N E XI. 

Lycidas, Aristea. 
Lycidas. 

What labyrinth is this in which Tm loft ! 
See Ariftea fenfelefs ! Megaclcs 
Departs affiled— 

Aristea. 

O ye pow'rs ! [Coming to her/elf, 

Lycidas. 

But look! 
Her gentle foul rcfumes its wonted funftions : 
My lonre, my princefs ! once again unclofe 
Thofe beauteous eyes. 

Aristea. 

Ah ! faithlefs, faithlefs hufband ! 
[Not feeing him. 

Lycidas. 

Call me not thus; but here receive my hand, 
A pledge of conftancy. [Takes her hand. 

Aristea. 
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Aristea. 

At leaft— O Heavens ! Sees htm. 
Where, where is Megacles ? 

Lycidas. 

^ He's gone ! 

Aristea. 

Ingrate ! 
Is he then gone ! Had he the heart to leave me 
In fuch a cruel ftate ? 

Lycidas. 

Thy hufband's here. 

f Aristea. 

Is then humanity, faith, love, compaffion, 

[Rijing in a rage. 
Banifh'd from ev'ry breaft ! If fwift-wing'd juftice 
Confume not fuch offenders, why, ye Pow'rs J 
Why are there bolts in Heav'n ? 

Lycidas. 

Fm all amazement ! 
Say, who has wronged thee ? Doft thou feek 

revenge ? 
Speak, fpeak, my love ! Pehold thy hulband prefent. 
Behold thy Lycidas ! 
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Aristba. 

O Gods I art thou> 
Art thou that Lycidas ? Fly hence, be gone f 
Avoid my fight ! It is thro' thee, perfidious, 
I fufFer all this wretchcdnefs ! 

Lycidas. 

What crime 
Have I, unknown, committed ? — I'm diftrafted ! 

Aristea. 

Barbarian ! *tis by thee I'm flain ; 

By thee I from myfelf am torn : 
Thro' thee this anguifh I fuftain. 

Thro' thee forfaken and forlorn ! 

Ne*er hope from me thy peace to find j 
That treach'rous bofom I defpife : 

Thy foul is hateful to my mind ; 
Thy looks are poifon to my eyes ! 



§CENE 
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SCENE XII. 

LycidasjArgene. 
Lycidas. 

nd" am I this barbarian, this perfidious ! 

B pow'rs !— rU follow her, and know the caufe 

f this myfterious chiding. 

Argene. 

Traitor, ftay! 

Lycidas. 

a ! do I drcappi or wake ! [Sees Argene. 

Argene; 

Thou doft not dream ; 
no ! thou feeft forfaken Argene ; 
ngrateful man ! behold thefe features, once 
by fole delight, if midft my pajn> misfortunes 
trace remains of what they once have been. 

Lycidas. 

'hence could fhe come ? In. what a lucklefs hour 
n I furpriz'd ? If ftill I loiter here 
ofc my Ariftea, [/^rf^-]"-" ~[^^ ^^''O Beauteous 
maid ! 

I underftand 
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I underftand not what thy words import ; 
Some other time thou may*ft at better leifure 
Explain thy meaning. IGoing. 

Argene. 

Hear me, cruel man I 

I Holding bim* 

Lycidas. 

Unhappy me ! [^AJide.'\ 

Argene. 

Doft thou not underftand me ? 
But well I underftand thy perfidy. 
Thy new affedion ! All thy frauds I know; 
And Clifthenes from me ftiall know them all. 
To thy confufion. [Going. 

Lycidas. 

O forbear ! Yet hear mc ; 

IHolding ber.] 
Be not offended, Argene : forgive 
This feeming coldnefs : I remember now 
My former love, and if thou wilt conceal me. 
Perhaps who knows th' event ? 

Argene. 

And can I fuffer 
A bafer infult ? Say'ft thou then, perhaps-—— 
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SHio knows th' event? Yes, yes, *tis I am guilty : 
''he motives thou haft urg'd to plead thy pardon, 
Lre doubtlefs mighty proofs of thy affedion. , 

Lycjdas. 

'^et hear what I would fay. [Offers to take her hand. 

\ Argene. 

Leave me, ingratc! 
'11 hear no more ! 

LycidAs. 

Ye Pow'rs! Fm all diftraftion! 

Ar6en£. 

No ; the ^att^rer.Hope in vain . 

Eflays his foothing pow'r : 
Revenge alone I feek to gain. 

And love 6xpe<9: no more. 

Let peace be banifh'd from thy brcaft, 
Where treafon holds her feat ; " 

I'll call myfelf no more diftreft, 
But all my p^ns forget. 



VoL.L O SCEN£ 
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SCENE xni. 

Lycidas akne. 

Was ever fate fo cruelly perplex'd \ 

If Argcne betrays me, Pm undone ! 

I muft purfue her yet, and calm her rage; 

But who, meanwhile, fhall pacify the princefs ! 

My friend alone— but whither is he gone ? 

I'll feek him; Megacles at leaft will give me 

Advice and comfort. [Going. 

SCENE XIV. 

Lycidas, Amyntas^ 
Amyntas. 

Megacles is dead. 

Lycidas. 

Say'ft thou, Amyntas ! 

Amyntas. ^ 

'Tis, alas! too true. 

Lycidas. 

Ha ! wherefore ! — Say, wliat impious hand has dar'd 
Cut off a life fo precious I Let me find him. 
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He fluU be made a aK>nument pf yengeaace 
Tq^ mankind. 

Amyntas. 

Forbear thy fearch, an4 knpw 
HTwas Lycidas that«kiird him. 

IfYCIDAS. 

Amyntas. 

would i^rHei^*!^ 1 4id ! wand'fing but aow 
In .kfurch ^ t^e, .^d thefe trees f, lieacd 

A fudden ffiom^ md ha^'jciing tp^v'rds the ib^nd. 
Beheld a niaa whp >tum'd his fiygrd ^il9leat)lM 
Agaiafl his t^aA« .^d ftopd prjQpaf'd to fi^l 
Upon the fatal point : I ran to fave him. 
Held him from death, and fnatch'd the weapon from 

him: 
But when I faw the face of Megacles, 
Think how we both remained; recov'ring foon. 
What madniBfs ^r^os thee i^fetjc fky i^\hi 

1 would have ffud, bu^ er^ I jCQiild jitfgi^* 

« Amyntj^s, I.hftVpiiy'd cpough..—*' (tie cry'd. 
And (igh'd full deeply from Us iari)^ hpart^ 
*' I cannot, will not longer bear the light, 
** Deprived of Ariftea j ten long years 
** I've Ji/difor her ! 'Tis Lycidas, ye Pow'rs f 

O 2 •* Unknowing 
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** Unknowing kills me : yet he wrongs mc not ; 
«' This life was once his gift, and he refumes it," 

Lycidas. 

Alas ! my friend ! Go on 

Amyntas. 

This faid he vanifh'd 
Swift as a Parthian Ihaft. Thou fee*ft yon' rock, 
Whofe lowering front o'erfhadows Alpheus* ftream: 
Like lightening thither fpeeding, from the fummit 
He leap'd, and headlong plung'd amid the flood. 
In vain I cry*d for help, the waves receir'd him. 
And opening, fwift in circling eddies whirrd. 
Then fudden clos'd again ; the echoing banks 
Returned the found, and I no more beheld him. 

Lycidas. 

What dreadful fcene now'rifes to my fight ? 

Amyntas. 

O let us feek at leaft thofe dear remains 
That once contained fuch treafure of a foul : 
'Tis the laft office that affli£led friendlhip 
Can pay his memory ! 

SCENE 



T H E O L- Y M P I A- D. 197 
S C E N E XV. 

. Lycidas alone. 

Alas ! Where am I ! 
:(¥ha(.ha8 hthWn I Muft then offended Heav'n 
Shower yi its wrath On. my devoted head ? " 

Mcgacles ! Where art thou, Megacles I 
What is this world without thee? Cruel Gods"! 

[Raving. 
Iteftore tome my friend ! 'Tw:»8 you who fnatch'd 

him 
From my embrace, from you I now demand him; 
If you tefufe to give him to my vows. 
Where'er he is, by force Y\\ wreft him from you ; 

1 fear not all your'bolts— — I have a foul 
Can urge iny fteps to tread the paths of*deathy 
Which Hercules and Thefeus trod before. 

SCENE XVI. 
Lycidas, Alcander. 

AtCANPER. 

What, Lycidas ! 

Lycidas. 

Ev'n from the utmoft height— 
[^Not bearing Meander. 
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Alcani>£R. 

Hear, Lycidas ! 

Lycidas. 

Ha I what art thou whofe raflincfs 
Breaks iil upoh tnj frenzy i 

Alcander. 

From the king 
I come a meikngtr. 

Lycidas. 

What would the king ? 

Alcander. 

He wills that thou be banifh'd far from 4ience, 
A (hameful exile : fhould the fetting fun 
Leave thee in Elis, thou'rt condemnM to die. 

Lycidas. 

And fends he thus to me? 

Alcander. 

Learn hence t'aiTume 
A borrowed name, to break the bonds of faith. 
And dally with the majefty of kings. 

Lycidas. 
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Lycidas. 

Dar*ft thou, ra(h man ! ■ ■■ 

Alcan^er. 

No more— thus far, O prince 1 
My duty bids me, which I have AilfiU'd ^ 
The reft remains with thee. 

SCENE XVII. 

TiiYCiD AS alone. 

Prefumptuous man ! [Draws. 

This fword (hall thro* thy breaft What have I 

faid? 
Whom would my rage chaftife ? *Tis I am guilty : 

I am th* offender Let me rather plunge 

My weapon here' Die, wretched Lycidas ! 
Ha ! wherefore doft thou tremble, coward hand. 
What is't withholds thee ? — This indeed is mis'ry : 
I hate my life, and yet my death affrights me. 
My heart is torn in pieces ! Rage, revenge, 
Repentance, friendihip, tendernefs, compaflion, 
Love,'fhame, all, all diftracft me : never breaft 
Was rent before with fuch contending pafEons ! 
What can this mean ? I tremble 'midft my threats ! 
I burn and freeze ; I weep ev'n while I rave ; 
I wifh for death, yet know not how to die. 



200 T H E O LY M P I A D.. 

Mcthinks the (hades of night arifc. 
And blot the luftre of the fkies ! 
Around what horrid forms appear ! 
I feel a thoufand furies here ! 

Megoeras* fanguine torch infpires , 
My bofom with terrific fires ! 
Ale(9:o all her venom drains. 
And fheds thq poifon thro' my veins. 



ACT 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

A double path formed by the ruins of an antient Hip- 
podromei in a great part overgrown with ivy, 
brambles y and other wild plants. 

Meg ACL £s, heldby Amy utas^ ononeftde^ and 
ontheother^ Aristea^ heldbyAKGEHEj unfeen 
of each other. ' 

■Mecacles. 

Leave me, thou feek'ft in vain t'oppofe my pur- 
pofe, 

Amyntas. ^ 

O ! think my friend ! think yet again : believe me 
Thou may'ft not find once more the fifher's hand 
Whofe aid but now preferv'd thee from the ftream : 
Rcfleft that Heav'nis tir'd of fuccouring them 
Who tempt too far its goodnefs. 

Megacles. 

Impious fuccour ! 
Inhuman pity ! to refufc him death 
Who lives a dying life ! O Heav'n ! — Amyntes, 
Leave me, 

Amyntas. 
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Amyntas. 
O never ! 

Aristea* 
Leave me, Argene. 

Argene. 
No> hope it not. 

Megacles. 

Depriv'd of Ariftea, 
I cannot, ought not longer to furvive, 

Aristea. 
Yes, I will die where Megacles was loft ! 

Amyntas. 
Yet ftajr, 

Argene. 
Yet hear me. 

Megacles. 

Wherefore fliould I ftay? 

Aristea. 

What mua I hear i 

Megacles. 
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Megacles. 

There is no comfort now 
Remains for me. 

Aristea. 
I have no hope on earth. 

Megacles. 
* 
Yet to prolong my life thou ftriv'ft in vain. 

Aristea. 

To keep me here from means of death, in vain 
Thou would'ft attempt. 

Amyntas. 
Yetftay. 

Argeke. 

Yet hear. 

Aristea. 

OHeav'n! 
Megacles. 

OGods! 

[Meeting each other in the middle of thejlage. 

Aristea. 
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Aristea. 

And art thou Megacles ! 

Megacles. 

Ah! princefif 

Aristea. 

Ungrateful ! doft thou hate me, fly me thus ? 
That when I feek for death t'unite me to thee^ 
Thou tread'ft again the paths of life. 

Megacles, 

BehoW, 

My dcareft Ariftea, how I*m curs'd ! 

All, all the ways that lead to wiih'd-for death. 

Are barr'd againft me. 

Aristea. 

Say, what pitying hand— - 

SCENE II. 

Megacles, Aristea, Amyntas, Argene, 
Alcander. 

Alcander. 
O ! facrilegious madnefs ! impious fury I 
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Aristsa. 

What new difafters arc there yet in ftore ! 
Alcander, (peak. 

Alcander. 

This inftant has thy father 
Keceiv'd new life. 

Aristea. 
What doft thou mean ? 

Alcander. 

What moumingy 
What ruin might have cover'd all the land. 
Had -Heav'n preferv'd him not, 

Aristea. 

Say, how? 

Alcander. 

Thou know'ft 
By ancient cuftom that the folemn pomp 
Of facrifice concludes this feftive day. 
While Clifthenes, encompafs'd by his guards. 
Drew near the hallow'd temple to compleat 
The facred rites, whate'er the caufe we knew not,. 
Or whence he came, but Lycidas impetuous 

Opposed 
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Oppos'd our way ; fuch dreadful looks till then 
I ne'er beheld j his right hand grafp*d a fword. 
His head was bare, and all his garments tprns 
His locks difheveird ; from his fiery eye^ 
Darted malignant beams ; fierce indignation 
Flufh'd on his cheek ilill moifl with recent tears : 
Amid th' aftonifh'd guards he forc'd his way. 

And rufhing tow'rds the king Here end thy li&^ 

Furious he cry'd, and rais'd his impious fteel. 

Aristea. 

O Gods ! 

Alcander. 

The king, with countenance •uechang'd, 
Stood fli^ to wait th' event, fu'd on the youth 
A look fevere, and thus majeftic fpoke : 
Ralh man, what mean'fl thou ?-^Mark how Hcav'n 

proteds 
The lives of kings !— Thefe words at once ftopt 

fhort 
Th* infenfate youth ; a fudden chillnefs froze him ; 
His lifted arm refus'd the fatal blow ; 
With awe heownM offended majcfty. 
Grew pale and trembled, dropt bis thusat'oing 

fword, 
And from his eyes that glar'd fo late with ragp, 
Xhe copious tears gidb'd forth. 

Aristea*. 
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Aristea, 

I breathe again. 

Argene. 

O fatal raflmefs ! 

Amyntas. 

O unthinking youth ! 

Aristea. 

What of my father now ? 

Alcandsr. 

He has before him . 
The trrimtnal in chains. 

Amyntas. 

Ah I let us try 
What means may fave him yet. 

SCENE III. 

Meg ACLEs, Aristea, Argene, Alcandsr. 

-Megacles. 

Tell me, what fays 
Unhappy Lycidas i 
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To all they afk 
He nought replies ; tho* doomed to death, he feems 
To know it not, or heeds not what befalls him. 
He weeps, he calls on Megacles, for him 
Enquires of all, on that dear name his lips 
Still dwell, as if no other found they knew. 

M£GACL£S. 

I can no longer hold : for pity's fake 
Lead, lead me to my friend. 

Aristea. 

O unadvised ! 
Where would thy rafhnefs tempt thee { Haft thou 

not 
Deceiv'd my father ? Know'ft thou not that thou 
Art Megacles i T'appear before the king. 
Would ruin thee, and cannot fave thy friend. 

Megacles. 
Yet let me die at leaft with LycidaSi [Going. 

Aristea. 

Hear me : Believ'ft thou not 'tis better far 
That 1 fliould fly t'appeafe my angry father? 

Megacles, 
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Megagles. 
t durft not hope fo much* 

Aristea* 



At leaft rU try. 



Yes, for thy fake 



MeOacles* 



O generous Ariftea ! 
Grant Heavfh that virtuous foul may long refide 

In thy dear form : I faid, when iirft I Yaw thee. 

Thou wert not mortal — go, my love ! 

Aristea. 

Enough $ 
This needs not, one perfuafive look from thee 
Binds me to all that Megacles can aik. 

In thee I bear fo dear a part. 

By love fo firm am thine ; 
That each afFedion of thy heart. 

By iympathy is mine. 

When thou art grievM, I grieve no lefs^ 
My joys by thine are known : 

And ev'ry good thou would'ft poBkCs^ 
Becomes in wifli my own. 

Voivl. P S C E N E 
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SCENE IV. 

MeGACLES, ARGENk. 

Megacles. 

Affifl*, ye mighty Pcyw'rs ! the pitying goodnefi 

Of Ariftea ! ^Will her fether then 

Forego his indignation ! Juftice fure 

Too ftrongly claims th' offender's puniflunent ^ 

And yet patmial lore may conquer all. 

But fhould it faiU*^.— O Heanr'n ! might I m leaft 

Be witnefs to their converfe ■■ < nA rgenc 

At diftance I will follow. 

Argeke. 

No^ forbears 
Why ihould Ay care for him diftreft tbce thus i 
Thou fee'ft the Gods themfelves are wear/d 

grown. 
Then leave him to his fate; 

Megacles. 

Ha ! leave my friend ! 
O no, fuch baleneft never (hall tie mine f 

When Heav'n afiwn'd a pleafintg fiice, 
I followed him in fmiliag ftie».: 

Then let me ftill his footfteps trace, 
Tho' round us gathering ftorma arife. 

As 
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As in the furnace gold refin'o', 
Cafts ev'ry 'itd^ Mj^re away : 

That conftant friends their faith difplay. 

S C E Ji^ E V. 

AK'diitk e/bne. 

Spite of fai^^ i feel compaffion for him : 
Fain would I ffib^ ftf^ fag^ ; I kndW ftH <Wff 
I've ampAir <au(fe, but tfridtf nty iWgtt* ftiff 
My threatening lips belye my trembling heart* 
And wilt thou Argene confefs this weaknefs I 
It ftall'lk^ 6t?-^=^«^^rt«^ 
nerc dtfteif my pity^ never mof e 

The ob|fea? of ihy' ftdrti j . t OMtdi irfirft 

To fee him puniftt'd'f ikdt/ii he' f^ 6^f6^ d(d 

Wounde J itdr AiaBi I wdiiM hot ftie(f st ibitt. 

s e ^ j^\ £ vt 

Argene, Amyntas. 

Amyntas* 

Where fhall Amyntas fly ? Ill fated day ! 
O Ly^idas ! 

P a Arcs;»7I. 
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Argenb. 
Is then the traitor dead ! 

AMYNTA8« 

No> but he foon muft die. 

A&GXNX. 

Believe it not, 
Amyntas : many with the wicked join. 
And hence they never fail of help at need. 

Amyntas/ 

Thou art deceived : there is no more to hope. 
The laws pronounce his deaths the people murmur; 
The priefts exclaim : offended majefty 
Demands his blood : the criminal is nam'd 
A vidim to compleat the facrifice . 
He had profan'd : the public have already 
Confirmed his fentence : h^ muft now be flain 
On Jove's high altar ; there th' oiFended Icing 
Muft to the prieft prefent the facred ax. 

Argsnb. 
Can nought reverfe his doqp? 

Amyntas. 
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Amyntas. 

What can rcverfeit i] 
The youth already is enrob'd with white : 
I faw him crown*d with flowVs— O Hcav*!! f— 

I faw him 
Move to the temple : now, perhaps cv*n now. 
He is arriv'd, and now, O Argeno, 
The confecrated ffeel may drink his blood ! • 

Argenb. 
Alas ! unhappy prince ! "^ 

Amyntas. . 

Why fliouldft Aou weep 
When tears are vain? / 

AllGENE. 

And comes not Ariftea ? 

Amyntas. 
She comes, but nothing has obtained ; the king 
Or will hot bear, or cannot grant her fuit. 

Argens. 
And what of Megacles ? 

Amyntas. 

Haplefs he's fall'n 
tJpon the guards that fought his track : but now 
P 3 I hoard 
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I heard him midft bit chfiiii (Remand to die 
To fave h^s/fieo^ -, and w^ himfelf not guilty 
He had obt^'d his wifli ; bu^ nnv&f hpt$ 
Qx&r cri^uiu^ (^ for another \At€i» 

Argene. 
At leaft he has grocurM pother vl^m 
That i^ay apfl wjll redeem hip : Gen'nms gooj}- 

nefs ! ' 
O glorious fortitude ! Cm I hear this 
Withqut a blufh ! Are "then tjbie hQvA9 »( f^^i94^ 

ihip 
^ore ftrong than ^ft of ieve ?.-..-My foul is 

To emulate fuch virtue ! let ufi gain 
Our fhare of honour, while the world enduret 
Let my misfortunes be admir'd and pity'd. 
And nbne with tearfe& eyes repeat my name. 

My bofom glows with unknown fire, 
I feeHhc God my foul Infpirc j 

Nt> mortal bounds his pow^r mftnun. 
Methinks I fee, unmov'd with fear. 
Cords, axes, wheels^ and fwords appear. 

And dreary (hades ^f vidtms flain I 
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SCENE VIL 

Amvkta$ akni. 

7\j ! fave thyfclf, Amyntas I on dbcfe 0iorca 
All, all is death and horror : yet, O Heav'n I 
Where (hall I go, deprivM of Lycidas ? 
I who have nurs'd him from bis infant y€ar% 
Bfed hiin f^opi birth obfcure to regal honours, 
$hall I fo/f^Ve him thus, depart without him ? 
Nq, tp the temple I'll again return \ 
There naeet the fury of th* offended king: 
Let Lycidas involve me in his fate. 
There let me die with grief, but die befide him : 

. Like ^e popr wretch by tempefts thrown 
To fuffer wreck on fra^ ijnknQwn^ 
When 'nii4ft the wavefsi he pants for bnath. 
And ftruggles with furrounding dead). 
The wreck that bore him, bears no more. 
The ftars are loft he viewed before j 
£v*n hope her ftat no longisr keeps. 
But leaves him helpl^ft to the deeps. 



P4 S C SN £ 
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SCENE VIIL 

An outfide view of the temple of JuPlTER 
Olympus, the defient from which is by a mag' 
nifiient flight of flips. An open place before 
the temple^ with an altar burning in the middle: 
cr^undis a wood of facr^d olrve-treef^ from whence 
thesroufns qre mqdefor the viffors in the games, 

Clisthekes defcendsfrom the temple preceded by a 
crowd of people and his guards^ L Y c I D A s /» white 
veflments crowned with flowers: Alcander, 
Chorus of priejls^ fome of whonf carry the in/trii-^ 
menu of facrifice. * 

Chorus. 

Eternal Pow'r ! in Heaven revcr'd. 

Great Sire of Gods attend ! 
Thy vengeful bolts, by mortals fear'd. 

Great God of Kings fufpend ! 

Part Chprus 

See mighty Jove ! thy wmh tWuage, 

His blood thy altar ft^in. 
Who in a King, with impious rage 

Thy image durft profane, 

Chorus. 

f temal Pow'r ! in Heav*n revered. 
Great Sire of Gods attend I 
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Thy vengeful bolts, by mortals^ feai^d. 
Great God of Kings fufpend. 

Part Chorus. 

The wretch fliall pafs the dreary tide 

From Lethe*s filent (hore : 
With him fliall all our fears iubfide J 

His guilt be heard no more [ 

Chorus. 

Eternal Pow*r! in Heav*n rever'd. 

Great Sire of Gods attend ! 
Thy vengeful bolts, by mortals fear*d. 

Great God of Kings fufpend ! 

Clisthenes. 

111 fated youth ! behold thy haplefs dajrs 
Draw to their wretched period : yet may Jove 
Punifli me if I feel not fuch companion 
I dare not look on thee : and would to Heav'h 
, I could conceal thy crime : but this, my fon. 
This muft not be. I'm guardian of the tixrone, 
To me the dignity unftain'd defcends. 
And I muft render it unftain'd to him 
Who fhall fucceed me, or muft vindicate 
The rights infringed. It is the painful duty 
Of thofe who reign, fometimes to curb their pity* 
But if thou wiflieft aught, except thy life, 
jSpeak freely thy defire ; and here J[ fwear 

To 
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To fee it duly anfw6r'd : ye9, my fon^ 

Afk what thou wilt, and clofc thy cyra isi peace. 

Lycidas. 

My father, for thefe word^ are from a father 
And not a king gnd judge, I hop? not^ aik QOt, 
Deflre not pardon ; nor would ey'n receive it. 
Fate with affli<aions has fo heap'd my days. 
That life not death I fear : my only wiib. 
Since he ftiU ]ive$, is to behold my friend 
Before I die : t)>is fin4 grace I beg. 
Let me eqt^bf ace bm ooce ^nd die contentcsda . 

Clisthbnes. 

Thy fuit is granted. Guards ! let Megacles 
Be brought before^ o^ir fight. 

AlcandeH. 

You weep^ my lord I 
What new ^ojnp^Son has (q f^r depref$'4 
Ypiur trgubled foul ? 

Clisthenes. 

Alcander, I confefs it« 
I wondi^r at myfelf ; his looks, his voice 
Have rais'd ^ ftr^nge emotipn ia my heart 
That vibrates thro' my frame : Midft ^1 mj 
thPMghtB 

Ifedk 
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I Ibek, but feek in vain to find the caufe ; 

Ye righteous Gods what can thefe tumults mean i 

Whence can thefe tender 4)affion5 rife ? 
This warmth that thro* my bofom flies. 

This new, but pks^ng pain ? 
ISure pity never cpuld impart 
Such ftrong emotions to the heart. 

That thrill thro' ev*ry vein. 

S C E N E IX. 

Cl 9sT|f9iff iss, Xyci|ia^, Alcanobk, 
Pribsts, BeovlBj M^oacleb^ gtuirdid. 

Lycidas« 

C091S, gnest escanple of unftiUy'd friendftip^ 
Come, JDoft belov'd, and deiyreft Megacl^ I 

MboacI-Es. 
Alas ! my prineff, and do I find Aee thua i 

LYeji>As. 

To fee thee living makes me bleft in deatli. 

Megacles. 

And what is life to me if I'm deny'd 
Top^yitforthyfafety: yet tbou Ottlt not 

Be 
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Be long before me ; no, my Lycidas, 
Together fliall our friendly manes crofs 
The difmal ford. 

LYCIDASt 

O ! • thou, while fate permitted, 
The dear companion of my joys and forrows ! 
Yes, we muft part : fince then we've reach'd at 

length 
This fatal hour, give me thy faithful hand 
And hear me ; 'tis my.prayV, my laft command; 
Still live, I charge thee live ; and O ! my friend, 
Clofe with thy pitying hand my dying eyes : t 
Sometimes remember me : .return to Crete: 

There to my father moft unhappy father! 

All unprepar'd for fuch a cruel ftroke ! 
Thei:c foften, while thou tell'ft the bitter tale j 
Comfort, affift his age opprefs'd with grief, 

I recommend him to thee if he weeps. 

Dry up his tears, and if he afks a fon ; * 
Thou, in thyfelf, to him a fon reftore. 

M£GACLES. 

Ah ! hold— -thy words di&rzA me I 
Clisthenes. 

No Alcander, 
{ cln refift no longer : mark thofe looks, 

Obfcne 
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rve each ftriA embrace, each tender iigh, 
Te laft adieus confus'd with frequent tears I 
appy ffote of frail mortality ! 

AljcandeR* ^ 

lord, the^bur for facrifice is paft. 

Clisthenes. 

true— —'Ye facred minifters, receive 
vidim to your charge, and you, ye guards, 
de him from his haplefs friend. 

\The friefts and guards part them, 

Megacles. 

Barbarians ! 
from my breaft, you rend my bleeding heart 

Lycidas* 

\ ! my friend ! 

Megacles. 

My deareft prince ! 

Both. Farewell! 

[koklttg on each ether at a dlfiance. 

Chorus. 
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Sternal Pow'r I in Hcav*n revered. 

Great Sire df Gods attend f 
^riiy vengeful. Mtsy by nfortals fear'd. 

Great God of Kings fufpend ! 

[fflfiU tbi Chorus is fungy byctdas htetls at tk 
altar by the fide of tbePriefi. . The King r/- 
eeraes the totjitirMi djifioMoiie of fbi M- 
fufterstftbttifitpU'y and as ie is pf-epdrti^ 
to deliver it U the Pfiejly (bi fitigsifii *fkffk 
Isfkftg aampdfiied iuitbfolemn mufic.} 

O Sire of Gods and men ! Almighty Jove ! 

Af wb6fe dread nod, eartb, iea and Heaven are 

mov'd !^ 
Thou, with whofe pow'r the univerfe is filFd, 
T^ou, from whofe hand depends the ^ond^rouf 

chain 
Of caufes and events ! accept this vi£tim 
Now facrific'd to thee ; and may it wreft 
The tbreat'ning thunder from thy awful hand I 

[i/# Clifiihenes is abotn U deliver tbe ax to the 
Priejly he is interrupted by tbe fudden op-* 
prance of Argene. 

S C E N K 
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SCENE X. 

C L ISTHENES, LyCID A/S, AlCANDER, 

Priests, People, Megacles, Arqi^^e. 
Ajloene. 
Forbear, O Wifg ! Pbitear ye bciy pridb f 

Clisthenes. 

rafbiteft untfchris'd I ThoU lumyftk wHt^ n/ftiphv 
What rites Aot hi& diSixaVA. 

Argeke. 

I rather come 
To make them mote aictept^le to Jove ; 

1 bring a gufltler9 voluntary vi<3im, ^j 
One who has fortitude enough, and feeks 

T« die for thi^ ofFeacfeF. 

Where** the viftim ? 

AROENJ^f. 

In me behofd it. 

Megacles, 
Wondr'«U8 proof of love! [Jfide. 

X^YCJILDAf. 
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Lycidas* 
O my confufion ! [Jfidi, 

Clisthen£^. 

Know our law permits not 
The weaker fex to fuiFer for the ftrong. 

Argenb. 

Yet f ure the wife may fufFer for her hufband : 
For thus I've hear4 Alccfte in Theflalia 
Preferv'd Admetus' life ; and well I know 
That her example is become our law* 

* Clisthenbs. 
What art thou then the wife of Lycidas I 

Argene. 
(Ije gave his hand, and plighted me his faith. . 

Clisthenes. 

Lycoris, hearing thee, Fve more thin caught 
Thy frenzy : can a Kingdom's heir efpoufe 
A low-born ihepherdefs ? 

Argene. 
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Argene. 

I'm not LycoriS) 
Nor am I lowly born— my name is Argene : 
The ancient glory of my noble blood 
Is known in Crete ; and Lycidas can tell 
If e'er he vow'd me love< 

Clisth£K£s. 

Speak, Lycidas^ 

Lycidas. 

*Tis furely now compaffion to be falfe«. {AfiJe.'} 
Believe her not, [To Clifthenes. 

Argene. 

Ha I canft thou then deny it ? 
Turn theej ingrate ! if mc thou wilt not own, 
Yet fee thy gifts ; behold this golden chain^ 
Which I from thee receiv'd that haplefs day 
When thou didft fw^ar to take me for thy bride. 

Lycidas. 
O 'tis too true I l/tfide.] 

Arg£K£« 
Behold him^ mighty king« 

Vot. L Q^ CLISTHENESr 
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Clisthenss. 
Guards I take her from 017 prefence. 

A&GENE. 

Hear, my firiends! 
Ye facred minifters ! Eternal Gods ! 
If any Gods are prefent at thefe rites. 
This facrifice unjuft, before ye all 
I here proteft, I fwear that I am wife 
To Lycidas, and I will die for him; 
Nor ihall a pow'r— — O princefs ! hafte, affift me. 
Thy father hears me not. 

SCENE XI. 

Cl is.th£NE5,Lycid AS, Al CARDER, Mega* 
CLES, Argene, Priests, Aristea. 

Aristea. 

Believe me, fir. 
She well deferves your pity- 

Clisthenes, 

Would you then 
Reduce me to diftra£):ion likeyoiirfelves? 
Speak, but be brief, [7i Argene. 

Aroene. 



Tte© let thefe jewels fpeak 
While I am filerit; do the nyiiiplj'ii^ gjis ■, 2^Vi 
Wear ornaments like thefe ? 

{GinfeiM chain to Clifthenes. 

CLISTHENESi 

What io*'l fee! [di/iurbed. 
Tell me, Alcandcr, knaW^ft thou not this chain? 

Alcander, '* ~* 

Know it ! *Tis what adorh^d" ffiy helplefs fon, 
When to ^'WavcB sn infuntl expos'd him. 

Lycidas !— Heav'ns ! thiV dU mj^/uuit J triwtBer. 
^ifc, Lycidas*— look here-— --fay, is it true? 
Had fhe this gift from thee ?-ii^ 

Lycidas, ,^ ... , , 

And yet for that 
She muft not die— —our prbniitewas a fecret— — 

It never had effeft the marriag»r jpiuf! . : : / ' 

Were never folemniz'd. 

.Q^.i; ./ Clisthines. 
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CtlSTHENES. 

I aik but this, 
Wa9thi9diypft? 

Lycidas. 

It was. 

CtlSTHENES. 

Saf , from what hafid 
Oidft tbott reeeive it ? 

Lycidas. 

From Amyntas' hand* 

CtISTHEN£S« ' 

And who h that Amyntas? 

Lycidas. 

One to whom 
My ftther gave the charge to form my youth. 

Clisthbnes. 

Where is be now? 

Lycidas. 

With me he came from Crete, 
With me arriY'd at Ells, 

Clisthekes. 
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Cl.lSTH?N]IS« 

Inftantfeek 
For that Amyntas* 

. Argene, 
He himfelf is here* t 

SCENE XIL 

ClISTHENES, LyCIDAS) AtCANDERf Ms- 

CACLEs, Argene, Aristea, Pribsts, 
Amyntas. 

Amyntas. . 
O Lycidas I [Offirs to mbface Urn. 

Cl.|STHEKK9» 

Fortes awhile, and aiifWer, 
But truly aufwer, whence thou hadft this chain. \ 

Amyntas* 

My lord, 'twas giv'n me by a hand unknown; 
Since which have twenty-ofive long years elaps'd, 

Clisthenes, 

But where was this? 

0^3 Amyntas, 
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•'Amynjtas. 

: . ■ :«Whfere turbulent Afopua 
Near Corinth pours his current ti» th(( fea. 

ALtAKbEH. 

Sare in that vifiig«l icOnftfa^ thence 
Of features feen before : Fm not deceived, 
'Tis he himfelf ! [y^^.]— p mighty king! Tm 
guiltys^^-' ■■- ^ '^ IKneiL 

And own my former crime : yet grant me pardoHi 

Aua^rir^fctefe-^twiidiei - '^ -' 

Clisthenes. . . 

Rife then^ and fpcak. 

AhCAUDZK. 

J did not, as thou gav'ft to me in charge, 
Expofe the infant; vanquifliM by my pity, 
I gave him to ttMS-flratiger, who 1^ ch^ce 
Ap{^ar'd before lAe, hoping he might bear 
The haplef^ child to fpme far diftant |hpre. 

Clisthenes. 

Wh^e is that chM^ lAmyntas ? What befell himf 

Amyntas. 

!• — i-^— Heav'n ! What myftcry mvA I reveal ! 

CLISTHKNESt 
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I 

CtlSTHENBS* 

Ha! art thou pale? Speak, wretch, what didft 

thou with him ? 
Add not by filence to thy former guilt. 

Amyntas. 
Thou haft him prefent Lycidas is he, 

CUSTHENES, 

How ! Is not Lycidas the prince of Crete ? 
Amyntas. 

That prince an infant dy'd : when I to Crete 
Again returned, I gave th' affliSed king 
» This child ; and to* fupply the fon he loft. 
By my advice he. bred him for his heir. 

CtlSTHENSS. 

Gods ! 'tis Pbilinthus, ^tis my fpn, my fon I 

[Embracing him. 

A&ISTSA. 

Ye powers ! 

Lycidas. 
Am I your fon ? 

0^4 Clistbsnes 
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Clisthenbs. 

Yes ; thou wcrt bom 
A twin with Ariftea : Delphos bade me 
Expofe thee, when an infant, to the fea. 
Threatening in thee the crime pf parricide, 

Lycidas* 

Now I perceive from whence my fecret horror. 
When late this hand was rais'd againft your lifi?, 

Clisthenes. 

Now well I underffand the ftrange emotion 
I fplt befoi-e thy prefence. 

Amyntas, 

Happy fiither ! 

Alcand£&. 

'Tis yours this day to render many hleft, 

Clisthenes. 

Nor do I purpofe leFs : my fon (hall be 
The fpoufe of Argene, and Megacles 

Qf Ariftea but my fon Philinthus 

Is criinij^a], ^nd (lands condemned to die, 

Megacles. 
No* more he's guilty fince he's found your fon. 
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Clisthenes. 

Has then piy blood the mighty privilege 

Of doing wrong unpunifh'd ? All come here . 

To fhew their fortitude; Ihall I alone 

Give proofs of weaknefs ? Never fhall the world 

Thus witneft to my fhame ; ye niinifters ! 

The facred fire rekindle on the altar ; > 

Go, die my fon U 1 fluU Jiot long furviVe thee^ 

Amyntas, 

cruel juftice ! 

Alcander'. 
O inhuman virtue ! 

Meqacles. 

My lord, forbear, thou canft not now condemn 

him; 
Jn Sicyon, not Olympia, art thou king: 
The day is paft in which thou didft prefide. 
The criminal muft wait the public fentence. 

Clisthenes, 

Then hear the public voice j let that decide^ 

1 neither alk hjs life, nor feek to fave him. 



Chorus 
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Chorus of Priests and People. 

The fon, tho* guilty, (hall furviye. 
Nor by his puniihment deprive. 
Of peace a guildefs fire : 

Let not fuch horror ftain the day. 
Or unpropitious grief allay 
The joys our rites require* 



HYPSIPILE. 



HYPSIPILE. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

ToANTEs, King of Lemnos» Father of Hyp- 

SIPILE. 

HYP6iPiLE,inlove with, and betrothed to Jason. 

EuRYKOME, a Widow Princefs of the royal 
blood, Mother of Learchus. 

Jason, Prince of Thessaly, in love with, and 
betrothed to Hypsipile j General of the Ar« 
GONAUTs in the Expedition toCoLCHOs. 

Rhodope, Confidante of Hypsipile, in love 
with, but deceived byLEARCHUS. 

Learchus, Son of Eurynome, in love with, 
but rejefted by Hypsipile. 



The SCENE lies iji Lemnos. 




■ f/t^- ^/Jt^AfT- ^nf. J*^ nfjTJl'^- . 



ACT I. S C E N E I. 

The entrance of the temple of Bacchus, adorned 
with fejloom of vine leaves^ hanging from the 
arches^ and wreathed round the columns* Fariouf 
images of Satyrs and Silenus*s. 

Hypsipile and Rhodope, crowned with vine 
leaves J each with a thyrfis in her hand. A troop » 
of Bacchanals at a diftame. 

Hypsipile. 

Haste, Rhodope, in pity to my grief. 
Fly, fave my father: let bim not approach 
Thefe fatal fhores, tell him what danger waits 
In this detefted palace ; open all 
The dire confpiracy of female malice. 
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Rhodopb* 

And yet this inftant has thy tongue pronounc'^ 
The dreadful oath to take thy father's life ! 
Myfelf beheld thee at the horrid altar 
With countenance unmov*d-^ i*— 

HYP8IPIJ.E. 

All> all was feign'd 
To blind Eurynomej thou faw'ft how fierce 
She breath'd her impious rage from breaft to breaflj 
Say» who can ftop a torrent's headlong coucfe i 
When ev'ry one bcfidcs confefs'd her fury. 
Had I remained fufpefted, I had loft 
The means t'affift my father : filial duty 
Taught me to wear the mafk of fdl revenge t 
But while my lips breath'd out the murdVous voW^ 
My heart invok'd the Gods for his protection j 
And ev'n my feeming boldnefs fprung from fear* 

Rhodope* 
Yet think not me 

Hypsipitfi. 

If thou delay'ft, ive'f^ ruinM— 
O fly, my friend! lofe not a moment's timej 

Already are his veffels near the port 

O Heav'n ! whom do I fee ! Eurynome I 

Rhodopje. 
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Rhooope* 
What threatening vengeance fparkles in her eyes I 

Hypsipile, 
Whifpeir fome counfel to me, gracious Pow'rs I 

SCENE 11. 

Hypsipile, Rhodope, Eurynome, vjith a 
train of Women^ dreffid like Bacchanals. 

Eurynome. 

Princefs ! and you my brave companions, hear ! 
The faithlefs Lemnians from the Thracian fhores. 
Once more regain their long forfaken home: 
The glorious talk is ours t'avenge the wrongs 
Of our neglefted fex j th' ingrateful traitors 
At length return, but diftant from our foil. 
Thrice have they feen fucccffive harvefts rife : 
They come, but with them bring th' ill-omen'd 

fruits 
Of their detefted loves, and ftol'n embraces : 
Ev'n in our fxglft they bring our hated rivals. 
With features painted like the mountain favage. 
And nurs'd with milk of beafts j and thefe, O 

ihame ! 

Shall 
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Shall boaft the fpoils of your a&onted beauty^ 

Revenge ! revenge ! our folemn oath is giv*n j 

All muft confpife to aid the great defign i 

The night will to defencelefs fleep confign 

Th' offenders fpent with toil; the rites of Bacchus 

With feftive (houts will drown each dyteg groan : 

O then let fathers, brothers, hufbands, fons. 

Fall undiftinguifh'd in one common ruin ; 

A great examine of vlndidive juftice. 

To warn mankind to keep their plighted faith- 

HypsipiLE. 
Yes, (he who harbours pity merits death* 

Rhodope, 
How well (he feigns a fury ! lAJide.l 

Hypsipile- 

Rhodope, 
Depart with fpeed, thou know'ft what I would fay} 
And when the Lemnian troops (hall gain the l2LRi% 
Repair to give us tidings. 

Evrynome, 

Fruitlefs ^ution : 
Myfelf beheld the fquadrons leave the ihips« 

HypsipiLe. 
What fays Eurynome ! 
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:• Ev^n now J fawr riic&iv;: vM 
Hypsipile, 
O let me flop my fatkef ! " \^Afide^ going. ^ 

EuRfNOME. 

' ^ Whither go'ft thou ? 
. Hypsi^ile. r . ...,..; 

. I!er'..:.'i: . 10 2:1001 iiOiI i 

To meet the king, and ^i&h'la forc^ctenfacd^jr :> h 
Conceal my hatred, and prevenl;iufpicion. 

rris now too late behold ToantM hUdLi:.^ , 

HYTa^PILE. . 

O Heavens ! I fein) I iJJde.l - : .. .: 
SCENE III. 

Hypsipile, Rhod6pe, Eurynome, 
ToAiiTEs atiehded^ Bacchanals. 

TOANTES. 

Thou deareft of my cares ! 
Come to thy father's breaft s remote from thee 
Vol, I. R I heavier 
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I heavier felt the weight of lengthen'd years; 
But now, my daughter, thou art prefent with me, 
My agefeems loft, and youth again revives. 

\^Embracis her. 

♦ Hyfsipile. 

O my torn heart ! [J/ide^l 

- . ToA^^TEs. 

What mean, Hypfipile, 
Thofe looks of fadhefsf Is it coldly thus 
A daug^itefcjncets her father t -i-:.:: 

Hypsipile. 

Ah ! fhou knoVft not— [.^.J 
My Lordl«<« 

EURYNOME. 

Takeheedj^Hypfipile* [./^&aif /« Hypfipile. 
Hypsipile. 

O torture ! [Afide.] 

EUEYNOME. ' 

Her weaknefs will betray me. 

TOANTES. 

lamyprefenct 
Becont fo hateful to thee? 
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- HyP3IPII*S. 

J Ah! my father! 

Thou IJtde know'ft my thoughts ! 

[Eurynonie tbreatens Hypfipiky to prevent 
hir /peaking. 

TOANTES. 

Speak. 

Hypsipile. 

Iteav'ns! Icannot* 

'T0ANTE«. 

Speak, daughter, if thy heart iverfe difclaim 
The deftinkl:ttupcial« with T&efEdia's4>rinw»:: 
Whom ev'ry monoffflt wc expeft^^^i*-*^ • . ^ 

Hypsipix.5* 

Ofir! 
From the firft inftant I beheld^ I lovM him* : 

T0ANTE8. 

Perchance accuftom'd in my fteadi to peign, ^ 
Thou fcar*ft that my return muft end thy pow*r; 
Thou art deceiv'd ; I am no longer here 
A Sov'reign or a King : abfolve, condemn ; 
Rewards and punifhments are in thy hand^ 

R 2 lafls: 
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I alk no further, dear Hypfipile, 
Than here to live with thee, and die befide thee. 

[Embraces ber, 

Hypsipile. " " , ' 

Nomore^ my father!—— . 

[weeps and kijfes his band. 

Tqantes. 

Whence thefe gufhing tears? 

EURYNOME. 

The foft effufions of too fudden*joy. 

TOANTES. 

Excefsof joy, tbro' quick fulpriffe^ 

Oft bids the tears o'erflow; 
But fure fome paiSon fills her eyes 

With drops that fpring from woe. 

Few can deceive, with (hews of art, 

A father's watchful care y 
Whofe fight explores a daughter's heart. 

And reads her forrows there. 



SCEN^ 
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SCENE IV. 



^/ 



Hypsipile, Eurynome, Rhodope, Bac- 
chanals, 

eurynome^ 
Hypfipilc ! 

Hypsipixe. 

What would'ft thou ? 

Eurynome. 

If thy nature 
Reh^^yifi thy hand againft Toantes, 
Reflgn the tafk to us. 

Hypsipile. 

Why doft thou feek 
To rob me. of the deed my arm afpires to? : 
Think better of my faith. 

Eurynome. 

*Tis boldly promised: 
Thou bid'ft me truft thee, yet but now I faw 
When in thy father's fight thy looks grew pale, 

R 3 Hypsipile. 
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Ev'n from the hardy warrior's cheek, ^. 

Oft*tin»es the coiour flies^ 
When firft the trumpet's clangors fpeak. 

And bid the battle rife. 
Yet fcorns his foul, with brave difdain. 

Ignoble doubts to hear ; 
Tho* on his face awhile remain 

The tranfieiic marks of fear, 



S C E N E V. 
IrkjKYVofdZy Rhodofe, BaccManali. 

EURYNOME. 

See, Rhodope ! already day declines : 
We muft delay no longer: fome few moments 
S^a]l give th' expelled fignal— — ^but methinkt 
Thou lopk'ft confus'd. 

IIhodope. 

Toantes' revVend age 
Excites my pity; and in him I ftili 
Ilefpe£l the name and perfon of a king. 

EuRYKOMEi 



, EURYNOME, 

He is our gMiteft foe: in cruel exile 
By him Learchus d/d| and Rhodope 
Migbt better fure remember both our wrongs : 
In him I loft a fon, ind thou a lover. 

Rhodope. 

His crimes but vrell deferv'd his punifliment: 
For me he feign'd a paffion, while he fought 
With impious love to force Hypfipile. 

EURYNOME. 

I fee full well thou fe^k'ft with vain tecufes . 
To hide thy weaknefs. 

Rhodope. 

I'm a Woman ftifi« 

EURYNOME. 

Then as a woman burft thy flavifh bonds, 
And vindicate thy fex on peijur'd man« 



R 4 'Ti« 
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'Tis falfely faid that woman-kind. 

As by the laws of Heav'n defignM, ■ ^ 

To gentle paffions ftill confin'd, v- . . 

With love alone the heart controuU » 
*Tis oms alike, whfii Vengeance warms. 
To frix in bat):Ie's ftern alarms, 
With beauty's or with valour's arms^ . . 

T'allure or terrify the; (buU 



S C E N E . VI. 

R HO POPE, Le ARCH US. 

Rhodope. 

Why feem the Gods regardlefs of mankind ! 
Is there no pitying pow'r that will protedt 
This wretched land ? O moft detefted night ? 

horror ! Ha! what do I fee! Lcarchus! 

Learchus. 
Silence, dear Rhodope, betray me not. 

Rhodope. 
O Heav'n! thouJiv'ft! all here bewiil'd thy deadi. 

Learchus. 

1 fprcad the rumour to deceive Toantes. 
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.RHaooPE. 

What brings thee unadvis'd to perifh here? 

Fly, fly, Learchus ! . • , ^ 

Learchus. 

• Let ine yet a moment 
breathe out my faithful yofws. 



Rhodope. 



.J 



Learchus, no: 
' Too late thou would'ft betray my eafy faith ; 
'Tis jealoufy that brings thefe back to Lemnos. 
Haft thou not heard Hypfipile muft wed 
The prince, of Theflaly? Thou haft, and now 
Thy treach'rous mind revolves fome black defigiv 

Learchus. 

Believe me not fo guilqr- — - 

Rhodope. 

Hence! no more: 
Fly, fave thyfelf : to-morrow's fatal dawn ; 
Shall here behold the race of man extinft. 
The vengeful daughters of our Ifle have fwofn 
To wreak their rage on the devoted fex : / 
'^His is the hour of flaughter, 

Learchus. 



Canft thou bopt 
That I'm fo weak ? Invent fomc better AStMi 
To terrify Learcbus. 

Rhodopb. 

Yet belierd lti9s 
O fly I thou'rt loft, if thou contenm'ft my pity* 

Lbarchus. 

Forgive nie if I muft fufped tby jrity* 

Thou thf nk'ft I have betra/d thee, canft thou thcA 

So* warmly prize the fafety of a foe ? 

No, Rhodope, that virtue ill we credit 

Which foars above the wesduiefs (^ mankind. 

Rhodope. 

Each thinks another'stpaffiom ftili 

Are by his own expreft; 
And thus confounds the good or ill. 

In ev*ry other brcaft : 
If thou canft fcarcely now conceive 

That pity dwells in mine. 
With equal pain muft I believe 

That treafon dwells in thine. 



SCENE 
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SCENE VIL 

Le AitCHVS alone. 

Ho ■ »! defpife a woman's foolifh threats : 
Befall what will we muft difturb the nuptiab 
Of the too happy Jafon : near the fliore 
A'tf^fp'rate band^ inured to live OA fpoil. 
And long the terror of the failor-train. 
Attend my nod : I know each avenue 
And quarter of the palace; here awhile 
I'll lurk conceaiM, and aft as time demands. 
Let thofe who but begin to plunge in guilt. 
Shrink at the danger^ I've already pafs'd 
So far from crime to crime, 'twere fruitlefs now 
To ftop my mid career with late remorfe. 

Who ne'er has left the flying fliore. 
When firft he fails the ocean o'er. 
Thinks eV^ry ftar with fate combin'd. 
And dreads a dorm in ev'ry wind« 
With trembling heart each found he hears; 
But cuftom fooh difpels his fears; 
Then to the billows' roar he fleeps. 
Or carekfs fings amid the deep^. 



8GEK1& 
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SCENE VIII. 

Part of the garden belonging to the palace^ with 
fountains on eachjide^ and a view of a grove facrei 
/« Diana. Time: night. 

Hypsipile, To antes, Learchus apart. 
Hypsipile. 

At length thou'rt fafe, my father : here unfeen 
In Dian's facred grove, till my return 
Amid thefe ihades remain. 

" Toantes. 

Are thefe, my daughter, 
Thy Jafon's nuptials ! this our tender meeting ! 

Hypsipile. 

Ah! Sir! conceal yourfelf: the time admits not 
Of vain complaints. 

Toantes. 

# 

OHeav'n! muft thou, return, 
Expos'd to all the rage of female malice? 

Hypsipile. 

By this alon^ I can fecure our fafety: 

My 
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My prefence muft confirm what IVe invented. 
That all may deem thee* dead. 

' t 

TOANTES. 

. - .' ■ • . ■ .- I 

How canft thou hope 
To blind Eurynome ? 

Hypsipile. 

A Lemnian ilain 
Wrap*d in thy regal veft, fhall cheat the eye; 
O^er him I'll niouni, and feem to weep n^ father. 

'foANTES. / "1 

I doubt thy pious fraud——- 

liVpSIPILE. 

O no ! in Heav'n 
There ftill are Gods that waitch the life of kings. 
And aid the juft defigns of innocence. 

ToANTES. 

There is no friendly pow'r for us— — 
Hypsipile. 

If all 
Confpire againft us, and vindiftive rage 
Should for thy blood preferv*d demand my own. 
Flow deep the vital ftream ; at leaft thefe eyes 

Shall 
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Shall ne'er bdiold tfaj death: the w«»ld flull kiio#: 
That mid& my fex's uniyerfid guilty . . . 

I ftill purfu'd th* unerring path of virtue. 
Nor e'er forgot a daughter's facred ties. 



S C E N E IX. 

. ToASTts ahnt. 

Heroie maid ! Fate, I forgive thee all j 

Thou mad'ft me father to HypfipUe^ 

And ev'ry fuflfring's light : tajc^ take my throne^ 

Deprive me next of life, bat cherifh fiill 

Such fentiments t'infpire my daughter's bieaii^ 

And, pitying Gods ! Ill thank ypu for your bounty. 

My foul, indulging in the thought. 

With tender blifs runs o'er; 
Her words to me that peace have brought. 

My breaft had loft before. 
Defpis'd alike be ev'ry ill 

Which mortals can fuftain. 
One moment's joy which now I feel. 

Is worth an age of pain. 

[^Retires into the grove* 



SCENJ 
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SCENE X. 

LeARCHUS, ToANTES^r^^Wtf . . 
LSARCHUS; 

hat kave I heard i Did Rhodope indeed 
jclare the truth f— ^How if Hypfipile 
turning here fhould take me for her father ? 
fair device !— then might I feize the princefs, 
tceivQ ai^d force her ■ h a! it fhall be fo : 

t whftt no matter— ^oubtlefs love infpirea 

le happy fraud t-^be bold my^ hearts— Toantes ! 
here <:a|?L%e lie concealed ? [Approaches t§ ibigr0V€^ ^ 

TOANTBS. 

A voice unknown 
peats my name ! What means it I 

Learchus. 

Wretched daughter } 
hom now thy father undefigning kills. 

TOANTES. 

hat haft thou faid ? for whom doft thou lament? 
h^ art th«u ? fpeak. 

Learchus. 
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Lbarghus. 

Unlefs I find the kuig» 
Hjpfipile IS loft. 

TOANTTES. 

* Ha! loft! Say," wherefore? 
Behold me here. [Coming lout. 

c . . * . . ■• 

JjEARCHUS. 

Thanks to the mighty 6ods ? 
But fly, my lord I fly from this impious palace: 
In Lemnos 'tis fufpefted you're condeal'd; 
Soon will the vengeful female bands appear'; 
And fhould your prefence verify fufpicion. 
Your daughter for her piety muft fuffer. 

ToANTES. 

At leaft I'll ftay and die in her defence. 

Learchus. 

Ah I if thou truly lov'ft her, rather tfy ;«» 
Thy flight alone can fave her. 

ToANTES. 

Tell me, friend^ 
To whom I ftand »indebted for this kindnefs. 

Learchui. 
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Ll^ARCHUS. 

Thou know'ft me not— I am— buthafte, depart j 
For look, already thro* the parting boughsi ' 
I fee the mingled gleam of rebel arms. 

ToANTES. 

When will ye ceafe your malice, cruel ftars ! 

SCENE XI. • 

Learchus alone. 

Heaven profpers to my wifh the wiles of love : 
Ye tim'rous lovers, learn from me to mix 
Boldnefs and fl:ratagem — to feize — to ravilh— 
All means are glorious : be the conqueft ours. 
And whether wit or fortune give the prize. 
Alike the viftor merits his reward. 

Each lover that would win thefali^ 
May with the warrior well compare. 
For whether fame or beauty charms. 
Alike the fchool of love and arms. 
The lover ufcs fraud and lies ; ' * 
Infidious arts the warrior tries $ 
And both, when viftory they gainj 
Forget their former toil and pain. 

{^Retires into the grove. 
Vov.L S SCENS 



tit HYPSIFILE. 

SCENE xn. 

MUliOama&udj tntbdmlwuge rf Rnxagt im tit* 
wuMk. 

Htpsipile, Rhodops. 

Htpsipile. 

Yet hear me (him ws^ not ! 

Rhodope. 

I dare not fiay; 

Mj foul is chill'd with terror Can I view 

A cruel daughter who has dar'd to fteep 
Her impious weapon in a father's blood ? 
Leave mc< 

Hypsipile. 
Suppofe thou art deceived? 

Rhodope. 

DeceivM! 
Shall I not then believe thefe e^res that faw 
The murder'd monarch in his regal palace ? 
I iaw^ and tremble yet with fear and horror. 

Hypsipile. 
O no> my friend, in him who feem*d Toantesj 
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*hou faw'ft — but hark — fome one approaches — go, 

ttend me at Diana's facred grove, 

here fhalt thou know the whole, and fuithet* 

may'ft 
&& me with thy friendfhip. 



SCENE xm. 

Hypsifilb, Rhodope, £urynom£« 
eurynome. 

One amongft us 
etrays her faith. 

Hypsipile. 
And whence is this alarm? 

EuRYNOME. 

►ne of our tyrants yet furvives, ev'n now 
[e was furpriz^d within the narrow pafs 
That kads inte' the palace. 

' Hypsipile. 

Heavens ! I doubt—— 
ty fitfhur fure- [JjUe.] 

Rhodope. 
Perhaps it is Letftbu€. 14/Ui.} 
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Hypsipile. 

Could'ft thou difcern his perfon i 

Rhodope. 

Has his name 
Yet reached thy ears i 

EURYNOME. 

By favour of the fhade 
He fcap'd our knowledge ; but in armour fheadi'^ 
Againft our force he made a bold defence. 

Rhodope. 

Is he then taken ? 

Hypsipile. 

Is he vanquifh'd i 

EuRYNOME. 

No: 
But foon the female fquadrons muft o'erpoVr 
His fmgle arm. 

Rhodope. 

O ill-advis'd Learchu8 ! [JJUk.] 

Hypsipile. 

Ahf I vflretched father ! [J/tde.] 
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SCENE XIV. 

tivpsipiLB, Rhodope, Eurynome, Jason 
with his fword drawny purfuing fome Amazons. 

Jason. 

'Tis in vain ye hope 

T' elude my juft revenge, while thus 

\^Sees Hjrpfipilc. 

Eurynome, Rhodope. 

OHeav'n! 

Jason. 

My love ! 

Hypsipile. 

Ah prince ! 

Jason. 

Is this the Lemnian palace ? 
Or thefe th* inhofpitable Lybian ihores f 

Hypsipile. 

Ah \ my lov'd prince ! what God has fav'd your 
life? 

S 3 Jason. 
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Jason. 

I came to celebrate the rites of Hymen, 
But found myfelf beiet with hoftile sums. 

Hypsipile. 

Thou fhould'ft e'er this have fcnt to give us notice 
Of thy arrival. 

Jason. 

No ; I hop'd t'increafc 
Thy rapture by this unexpefted meeting : 
For this I left my followers in the veflel. 
And tow'rds the palace took my purpos'd way: 
When fudden by an armed troop afiaird, 
I drew my fword ; and foon th' aflailants fled ; 
Enrag'd I foUow'd j but when now I hop*d 
T'o'ertake and punifh the perfidious band^ 
I met with thee. 

Hypsipile. 

Go, Rhodope, I command 
That all forbear the prince of Theflaly ; 
His life be facred; for our vow extend* 
To Lemnians only. 



SCENE 



I 
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SCENE XV. 

HvPSlPILfiy EURYNOME, JaSOIT. 

Ja$on. 
Vow ! what means Hypfipilc I 

EURYNOME. 

Th' ungrateful fex have falFn a ficrifice 

To woman's juft revenge : there lives not now 

A fingle man in Lemnos. 

Jason. 

Heav*ns f what force 
SufficM to perpetrate. this horrid purpofe ? 

Hypsipile. 

Night and fatigue betray'd th' unthinking viftims; 
Some, while they yielded to a falfe embrace, 
Expos'd their bofoms to the vengeful fword ; 
Some quafF'd fallacious death in poifon'd bowls ; 
Some bfeath'd their laft in fleep : a thoufand forms 
Conceal'd the treafon with the malk of friendihip. 

Jason, 
My blood is chill'd with horror— but Toantcs— 

S 4 Hypsipile. 
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Hypsipilb. 

He too expir'd amidft the gen'ral flaughter : 

Should I fpeak truth I muft expofe my father. 

[JJuU'l 
Jason. 

Are thefe the regions where the Furies dwell ? 
Come, dear Hypfipile, retire with me, 

[taies ber band. 
To breathe in other climes an air lels cruel. 
Where happier omens may attend our loves ; 
Nor fhall the death of this ilUfated king 
Remain unpunifh'd : witnefs all ye PowVs ! 
I fwear full vengeance for the horrid deed. 

EURYNOME. 

Th' offender's name Ihall calm thy utmoft rage. 

Jason, 
O never ! never f 

EuRYNOME. 

She's fo dear to Jafbn, 
Thou wilt at once forgive and pity her. 

Jason. 

No charm fhall ftop my wrath, whoe'er is guilty— 

So 
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So may kind love preferve the pure aiFe£tions 
Of her to whom are all my thoughts devoted. 

EURYNOME. 

*Twas flie that flew Toantes. 
Jason. 

Who? 

EuRYNOME. 



Thy wife. 



Hy{)fipile, 



Hypsipile. 

OHeav'n! iJfide.^ 

Jason. 

Speak, fpeak, my life, defend 
Thy glory from the dreadful imputation : 
Can this be true ? 

Hypsipile. 

O cruel fate I [y^^.]— Ev'n fo. 
[to bim^ after having looked at Eurynome. 

Jason. 

Say'ft thou f \Uts go her hand. 

Hypsipile* 
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Hypsipile. 

I muft endure it. [yffide.] 

Jason. 

Do I dream ? 
Or is it frenzy all ! What voice was that 
Struck thro' my heart ! Was that Hypfipile ! 
Did Jafon hear ! 

EURYNOME. 

Now, prince, compl^at thy vow ; 
Now, if thou wilt, revenge the flaughter'd king. 

Jason. 

Are there fuch favage minds ! 

Hypsipile. 

My lord, my Jafon, 

Condemn not yet thy wife. 

Jason, 

Hence from my fight ! 
My wife ! am I thy love ! who now ihill prcfs 
That hand ftill recking with a father's murder? 
I fcem already to partake thy guilt 
While here with thee I breathe one common air, 

Ar\i 
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And my heart fhudders while I now behold thee. 
[Goingj h Jlops at the entrance of the fcene^ 
and continues looking attentively at Hyp-r 
fipile. 

. Hypsipile. 

How much, my father, to infure thy ikfety 
Thy daughter fuffers ! [Jftde.] ' 

Jason. 

Who (hall henceforth fay 
The Ipoks refle£): the image of the mind i ' . 

Let them contemplate yonder form, and learn 
How vice can lurk beneath the mafk of goodnefs. 

Hypsipile. 

Why doft thou thus in filence gaze upon me ? 

Jason. 

I feek thro* all that lovely face 
Some marks of criielty to trace; 

No cruelty I find: 
So deep from ev'ry fearching eye. 
Can dire revenge and fury lie 

Conceal'd within the mind* 



SCENE 
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1 

SCENE XVI. 

Hypsipile, Eurykomb. 
Hypsipile. 
Hcar'ft thou ? O Heav*n ! 

FURYNOME. 

Sigh not, Hypfipile : 
Thou lofeft thus the glory of the deed ; 
And thefe weak figns of womanifli repentance, 
Di%nrce the former courage thou haft ihewn. 

SCENE XVII. 

Hypsipile alone. 

O let me hafte, and from my lover's mind 
Remove an error fatal to my fame. 
No— firft a father's danger claims my care. 
Let him be fafe and then ■ - but ah I meantime 

Jafon forfakes me ! Yet Hypfipile 

Shall firft preferve the rights of filial duty. 
And thofe prcferv'd, the reft be left to Heav'n ! 

I feel 
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I feel thy pow'r, unpitying love ! 
Thy hopes and fears too ftrongly move 

A heart with ev*ry pain diftrefs'd : 

Yet ah ! forbear this fatal hour 

Mufl love and duty rend no more 

With ftruggling pangs a daughter's breaft ? 



ACT 
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ACTU. SCENE I. 

Part of the garden hdmging t9 the Pahue^ with 
fountains on each Jide^ and in the middle a grove 
ftcredtoDiAVA. Tune: night. 

EuRYNOME, LiARCHUs apart. 

EURYNOME. 

In ev'ry part methinks thefe eyes behold 
Some dreadful objeds that augment my fiiry. 
Ye lonely horrors of the fdent night, 
Raife no remorfe to terrify my foul ! 
Say rather that my fon's unhappy (hade 
No longer roves without a wifh'd revenge: 
Say that no more he fighs in vain to crofs 
The dire Lethean fhore ; and that his peace 
Is cheaply purchas'd by his mother'sflfrime. 

Learchus. 

It is Hypfipile— be bold Learchus* [Comes out of 

[the grove, 

EURYNOME. 

Some one approaches ! Heav'ns ! what can it be t 

Learchus. 
Thou deareft ! [takes her hand. 
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EURYNOME. 

Say, what art thou ? Whence that voice? 
Learchus, 
Hal rmdeceiv'd ! [Retires. 

EuRYNOME. 

Ye pow'rs ! what chilling fear 
Runs thro' my veins I Methought I heard the voice 
Of my Learchus — where art thou, my fon ! 
Ah I do not hide thee from 2. mother's fight : 
O ! fpeak and tell me why thou art returned ; 
What would'ft thou ? Wherefore doft thou hover 
round me ? 

Unhappy fhade of him I mourn^ 

Dear fon, no longer mine ; 
If vengeance prompt thee to return. 

Know 'tis already thine : 
What viSim can appeafe the dead. 

What peace canft thou obtain. 
If all the blood this hand has fhed. 

Was Ihed for thee in vain i 



SCENE 



^^^ HYPSIPILE, 

SCENE II. 

EuRYNOME, Hypsipile inboftt. 
Hypsipile. 

Sure Rhodope has reach'd this place before me ; 
But hark ! (he's here : fly fwift, my friend, to Jafon, 
[meeting Eurjrnome, fie takes her for Rhodope* 
Tell him the king yet lives, and that this hour 
Shall fee us both together at the port : 
Yet ftay awhile, for Jafon with his friends 
Perhaps may meet us, and fecure our flight. 

\goei towards the grmth 

EURYNOME. 

What fecret treafon here has chance difcover*d f 
Now well I know, my fon, why round me hovers 
Thy plaintive ghoft : and have I then in vain 
Been plung'd in guilt? And (hall the tyrant live? 

O no npr (hall it e'er be faid Iv*e loft. 

The fruit of all my crimes, a great revenge. 

[goes out in a rage* 



SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

Hypsipile, Learchus. 
Hypsipile. 

This IS the facred grove where lies concealed 
My deareft father. At my firft arrival. 
The fhade, my terror, and impatient duty. 
Perplexed my trembling fteps; but now full well 
I know the place— — ^My lord ! my fiither ! hafte* 

Learchus. 

Sure *tis the voice of her I love be bold— — ^ 

[Coming out of the grove. 
O Heav'n ! my heart beats quick as I approach her. 

Hypsipile. 

Come near— .—where art thou? Y et I hear thy 

, fteps. 
But cannot find thee— — 'midft this dreary gloom 
Perhaps— —O no, thou'rt here. \Takes bis band, 

Learchus. 

Alfift me. Love \ 

Vol. I. T HrrsiPiLB. 
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Hypsipile, 

Thou trcmbleft, O my father ! fear not ; Jafon 
Will make our ffight fecure : for er'n but now 
He reach'd the port qf Lemnos* 

Learchus. ^ 

Fatal chaace ! 
What do I hear? [4/uU.] 

Hypsipile. 

Already from afar 
I fee the blaze of torches. 

Learchus. 

Then Vm loft. [JJUe.] 

Hypsipile* 
And now methinks I hear my Jafon's voice. 

Learchus. 
Let me again retire. [Raums again U the grove* 

Hypsipile. 

But whither go'ft thou ? 

Why doft thou fly, my lord ? Alas ! how far 

Misfortunes can unnerve the firmeft foul ! 

SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Hypsipil1£» Leakchus apartj Eur'ykomE 
nri/)6BACCHAMALs louj AMAZON s iitf/li6 4snv»i 

and lighted torAes^ 

EuRYNOME, 

Companions, compafs round the wood, and flop 
Each outlet of tke gtrden* 

Hypsipile. 

Ah! ToantesI 
Tby fear was furc prophetic. IJ/idi.} 

Euryhome. 

ThouVtdUcoycf'd: 
Say where thy father lurks ? [To Hypfipile. 

Hypsipile. 

Affiftme^Godsl [j^.J 
Boft th^isquirc thedeiMlf .... 

Eurynome. 

'Tis nQiHr too U^ 
f^t iiiu Ai&mvhtion: tbou 3f^ hemrd 
To call' bi^ iMaf> »dheid a contccfe with him* 

. .: T 2 HyP91PILE# 
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Hypsipile. 

O ! *tis too tnie— his mournful image ever 
Appears before my fight ; where'er'I go 
Purfues my trembling fteps; calls me ungrateful i 
Reproaches me with favage cruelty. 
That durft cut (hort a fathers rev'rend days. 

EURYNOME. 

Her words congeal me, tho' I know Ihe feigns. 

Hypsipile. 
I tremble while I ftrive to hide my fear. [Afide^y 

EuRYNOME. 

No mor e ■ deceit is vain 

Hypsipile* 

OGods! look there! 
Beh(;Jd Eurynome, fee where he comes ! 
Obferve his fiery eyes that fwell with rage. 
While tears of anger trickle down his cheek ;. 
His fnow-white locks ftill dropping crimfon blood. 
Hang o'er his hoary fate : doft thou not hear 
His threat'ning voices and mark his dreadful mien? 
Unhappy (hade l-i*-^-^£nough have I enduPd 
Of puniihmcnt*— -O Heav'ns !—— In pity, hide, 
- :• ':- Hide 
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Hide from my fight the torch of hell— take hence 
The furies' iron whips—*— 

EURYNOME. 

Ill fated princ6fs ! 
My foul is mov'd ! 

Hypsipile. 
She foftens at my words, [j/fidt."} 

EuRYNOME, 

Yon* trees afford a fhelter in their gloom 
For melancholy phantoms : hafte, my friends. 
Hurl round the flaiQes^ and fwift confume to afhes 
That unpropitious wood. 

Hypsipile. 

. Ah, no ! forbear 
Thofe trunks devoted to the Sylvan Goddefs. 

EuRYNOME. 

Hearken not to her— — 

Hypsipile. 

Impious ! fhall not then 
The Gods themfelves be facred from thy fury ? 
And who (hall execute the dire command ? 

T 3 EuRYNOME. 
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EuftTKOME. 

Unthinking maid ! thoa haft bctzay'd tfayfetf: 
Behdd the grove that now conccak Toantcs; 
G09 friends, and drag him thence to pnnilhmcnt. 
[The Jbutzsm enUr tbtgrtw. 

Hypsipilb. 

Hear nfl O f (ear a moft unhappy daughter ! 
What ibMiioi O aU je Pow'rs of Heav'n ! 
'Eurynome have pity ! 

EuRYiroMX. 

*Tis in vain ; 
Thy father Ihew'd no pity to my fon, 

Hypsipile. 

If thou'rt fo thirfty for revenge, ftrike here ; 
O pierce this breaft, and let me bleed for him F 
Behold me fuppliant, grov'ling at your feet 

EURYNOME. 

Her tears difarm my rage. [Jfide ] 

Hypsipile. 

O yet relent. 
Or change the deftinM vidim of thy fury. 

By 
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By all that is rever'd in earth or Heav'n, 
Ev'n by the zttkts of thy dear Leardlus ! 

£URYN0M£. 

That name has rous'd ttiewmy fieeping rage; 
The tyrant dies, ev*n by this banjd he dies : 

[Draws her/word^ 
Ne'er will I lefl till I behold my fward 
Drenched in his blood* . . 

[Js Jhe turns f thinking to find Toantes, Jbe 
mats Learchus, conduHed by the Amazons 
from thi grove ; Jhe ftands in emuaumentf 
and lets fall herfword. 

Learchvs* 
MyiMtbcrl 

ElTKYVdMB^ 

Heav'ns ! my foni 

JHypsipiLE. 

What can this iMaii? Amazemeitt feiaes tne I 

[Rifisi 
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SCENE V. 

EuKTVOME, Htpsipile, Leakchus, 
Rhodope, Amaxovs. 

Rhodope. 

What do I fix ? Leaurhus here and boaiid ! 
What pofiifr can ikvehim!--Ycs-*I nuift diflonble. 

EURTNOME* 

Alt diou laj fon ! Am I Eiuynome ! 
Learchus. 

As certain as defire t'avcnge diy fian 
Has made thee cruel to him. 

EUETNOME. 

Wretched mother. 
That blindly has deftro/d thee ! Doft thou live 
Only to make me guilty of thy death ? 
O my lov'd fon I how dearly muft I buy 
The bitter pleafure of this fond embrace ! 

Rhodope. 

Companions, bind the viAim to yon' trunks 
And let our thirfty arrows drink his life. 

[Tbi Amaxom bind Learchus to a tree. 

EURYNOME. 
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EURYNOME. \ 

Ah! hold— —Inhuman— —. 

Rhodope. 

Firft by force rcmavc 
Eurynome, nor let maternal forrows 
Difturb our purpofe. 

HVPSIPILE. 

O unhappy mother ! 

EuRYNOME. 

Have pity, Rhodop c 

Rhodope. 

Would'ft thou Overturn 
The laws tbyfelf haft made ? 

EuRYNOME. 

Hypfipile, 
Companionate my tears ! 

Hypsipile. 

Alas ! what pow'r 
Remains in me ! 

Rhodope, 
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Rbooops. 

If but ft moment mora 
Thou lingcr'ft here, we fpeed the ftroke of death, 

EURYNOME. 

What mortal paitgs can equal wiiat I fuficr I 

The laft farewel how Ihall I fpeak ! 

A mother's pain what words can tell ! 
I feel my heart with anguifh breik- 

Dear offspring of my love farewel I 
This fond embrace from her receive, 

Whofe fatal error- feals ibf death : 
O ! that I thus my woes could leave. 

And in thefe arms refign my breath ! 

SCENE VI. 

HypsiPiLE, Rhodope, Learchus, 
Amazon»# 

Learchus. 

Unpitying princefs [ in Learchus' fate 
Behold the dreadful trophies of thy'cbarmg! 
Excefs of love impell'd me to this ruin. 

Hypsipiie. 
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Hypsipixe. 

;archud, fto: thou ait th^felf alone] > 
he caufe of thy mi^fortwfte^* 

Leajichus. 

At my birth 
his day was tx*i in fate's eternal volume. 

Hypsipilp, 
nhappy moment when I pleas'd thee firft ! 

That haplefs inftaitt When thy eyes 

Beheld imi thought me firir^ 
Some baleful ftar was feen to rife. 

And fhed a difmal glare. 

Lefe emd wbttld t?h3r hatred prove, 
Thatt' fuch t dire islbvtQ&ra love. 



S C E N P VII. 

Rhodope, Learchus, Amazons. 

Rhodope. 

y friends, unwelcome here to Nemelis 
'ould prove the viftim : be the facrifice 

Public 
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Public and folemn : hafte and raife an altar 
Amid the full aflembly of the people: 
Convene together all the conqu'ring hand : 
Meantime myfelf will in this place remain 
To guard the prisoner. 



SCENE VIII. 

Rhodope, Le arch us. 
Learchus. 

Never did I think 
Such tyranny could harbour in thy breaft. 

Rhodope. 

Ungrateful man ! learn better how to judge 
The foul oC-Rhoddpe ; I fdgn'd refentment 
T'arert from thee th*effeK^ of female rage. 

Learchus. 

Should this be true, my heart is thin e 

Rhqdope* 

O! no- 
Think not I mean to bargain for thy love. 

Learchus, 
Perhaps thou doubt'ft me ftill— By all the Gods- 
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• Rhod.ops. 

Learchus, hold— —I would not have thee purchafe 

My gift with peijury : froto Rhodope 

Receive at once thy liberty and life, [unbinds bim^ 

Learchus. 

Yet what return can gratitude aiFord thee ? 

Rhodops. 

rm now rewarded, but thou know'ft it not 

Thou canft not judge the genVous mind. 
What fweets from mercy flow; 

My wrongs might here their vengeance find 
But pardon I beftoww 

With fecret joy th* ofFended views 

Th' offender's blulfhes rife j 
Whofe fearful confcience guilt fubducs, 

While (hame his fpeech denies. 



5CENt 
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IjEAKCtivs alone* 

Why does my feeble virtue take th* alarm^ 
Yet cannot rouze from this lethargic fleep ? 
What means this late mnoife ? Dowii» iBbd.cDn- 

fcience ! 
I will not hare thee ftruggting in my bofom : 
Rule, or obey^ (nM^P% Or ^ fuMte'ii^ 

^et choice dire^, or f^^^enStnki - 
Th' afFei^ons of my breaft^ 
; Yet wherefore &ould th^ thus ia vai4 
With doubts n|y pe^ice mdeft i 

If they're compeU'd, why da we liMlft . 

Our paffions good or ill ? 
And wherefore are they ftill the fame 

If they can change at w^lf 



S C E N E 
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S C E N E X. 

An open country covered over with tentSy a profpeSi of 
thefea: thefunrifmg^ 

Jason alone. 

Amidft a thoufand doubts oppreft. 
My heart ftill flutters in my breaft. 

But no refolvc my thoughts approre. 
While beai«ttes in her face I iind. 
My foul detefts her ruthlefs mind; 

I'm torn by hatred and by love. 

And can a lovely face fo far deceive ? 
Hypfipile, more fierce than.beafts of prey I 
Barbarity like thine exceeds whate'er 
Hyrcania's forefts yield, within whofe ihades 
No tigrefs Juries fo cruel to deftroy 

A father's life and do I then excuie her? 

Frame new pretences to prolong my ftay ? 

no! my lofty heart difdains t'avow 

Its weaknefe paft : I once believ'd her worthy 
Of Jafon's flafne, and fain would ftill defend 

The choice of love behold the morning rifes ! 

And yet my fpirits keep th' accuftom'd watch, 
Tho' fpent with fruitlefs care — but ndw, methinks, 

1 feel the tumult of my breaft fubfide \ 

My 
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My eyes grow heavy, and my mind fuipends 
The painful ftruggle of conflifting paffions. [Sle^s. 



SCENE XL 

Ja60N ajkepy Learchus* 

LfARCHUS. 

Enough of ill, my foul j at length 'tis time. 
After fo many dangers paft, to change . 
This baneful courfe : I cannot bear for ever 
To tremble near the fatal precipice; 
To rev'rence others, and deteft myfelt 
What do I fee ! my rival flumb'ring there ! 
O ! happy thou, born under friendly ftars ! 
Th' inhuman fair, who fcorns my love,* referves 
Her charms for theej but I in vain muft mourn 
Abandon'd to dcfpair ; while 'midft th' embraces 
Of mutual fondnefs thou (halt fcorn my fufF'rings, 
And find new pleafure from Learchus' pains : 
O cruel image that diftracfts my heart! 

No let not him furvive by whom I perifli ; 

Here let him die but ha ! what would I do ! 

Are thefe the gen'rous thoughts I form'd but now? 
Is this my late remorfe? 

5CENE 



H Y P S I P I L E. 289 

SCENE XII. 

jAsofj ajleepi LearchuS, Hyfsipile* 

HtPSlI^ILfi. 

Where fhall I meet 

My haplefs father? Ha ! Learchus here !' 

What means his ponyard drawn i 

Learchus. 

The world can ne'er 
I Be confcious of this virtue : fhould I now 
Forbear to kill him, my revenge is loft, 
And yet no glory gain'd : the time will come, 
I may repent this ill advis'd compaflion : 
Then let me ftrike the blow, [about to /irike. 

Hypsipile. 

Ah! traitor J hold: 
What would'ft thou do ? [holding his hand. 

Learchus, 

Leave ftie, Hypfipile. 

Hypsipile. 

- Hope not rU e'er permit ^ 

VoL.L U Learchus. 



ajto 



HYPBIPILE* 



LEARCHtJS. 

Confent with me 
To qHit this place, and I r^ilign my weapon* 

Hypsipile. 

Firft let ^ thunder-bolt from angry Jove 
D^Sh^ me to atoms ! 

Lbarchus« 

Then his fate is fix'dj 
Th^re is no merpy for him. 

Hypsipile* 

Stay, I^earchus: 
If I but waken him, thou'rt loft. 

Learchus. 

Ah! hold 5 
I'm gone, Hypfipile. 

Hypsipile> 

Firft let thy hand 
Refign the ponyard to me. 

Learchus. 

There, ingrate! 
[after a paufe gives up the dagger to her. 
Prince ! thou'rt betray 'd ! [wakes Jafon, and files. 



JFiYPSIPILE. 



Hyi^sipile. 



2gx 



Oftay! 

f Jafon HJingj And about to draw his fwdrdj 
feti Hypfijiile with the dagger in her hand. 



SCENE %lll. 

jAsoN, Hypsipiie. 
Jason* 

Betray'dj by whom! 
Almighty p6w*rs ' , 

Hypsipile. 
My lord ! 

Jason. 

Relentlefs woman! 
What have I done to thee? What crime of mine 
Incites thy vengeance? That I've lov'd, may merit 
Severed punifliment, but not from thee. 
Thou would'ft, inhuman, from the face of earth. 
Sweep all th' inhabitants, that none might here 
Be witnefs to thy guilt. 

U 2 Hypsipile* 
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Hypsipile. 

Has then my fate 
More fuff 'rings for me ? Prince^ thou 2u:t deceiv'd j 
I came not here to take thy h'fe. 

Jason. 

That dagger, 
Thofe looks confus'd, the voice I heard but now 
Which rouz'd me from my fleep : da not all thefe 
Enough condemn thee ? 

Hypsipile. 

'Twas another hand 
Affail'd thy'lifc; I fav'd it from the danger. 

Jason. 

Yes; I have wondVous proofs of thy compaffion : 
She who could pierce .a father's breaft, would 

doubtlefs 
Preferve a hufband. 

HVpsipile* 

O ! I flew him not ! 

jAsof^. 

But if thy lips— • 

Hypsipile. 
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Hypsipile, 

My lips, by fate compeU'd, , 
Bely'd my deeds. 

Jason, 

What if I here beheld 
The murder*d monarch ? 

HyfsiPiLE. 

'Twas deception all ; 
Thou didft not, eouldft not fee hinj. 

Jason, 

Tell me then 
Where is Toantes hid? 

Hypsipil?. 

Alas ! I know notj; 
I've fought him, but in vain ?■ 

Jason. 

Perfidious woman ! 
And think'ft thou Jafon can be thus deluded ? 
Is't not enough, but thou muft mock me too ? 
Thou haft confefs'd thy crime i each tongue con- 
firms it; 
Myfelf am Avitnefs to it^ yet thou hop*ft 

U 3 T'aflume 
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T'affumc the name of innocent! e\r*n now 
I ftart from fleep, I find thee by my fide, 
With looks confiis'd, a dagger in thy hand^ 
Prepar'd to pierce my heart ; and wilt thou dar^ 
To tell me all was meant for my defence ? 
Think not that Theflaly hasfb^m'd her fons 
So eafy of belief. 

PVPSIPILE. 

Soon (halt thou fee m j 
Jason. 
I've feen enough. 

Hypsipile. 
And wilt thou not— — r 

jASOKjf. 

Q! no J 

rU hear no mor^. 

Hypsipile. 

Apd doft thou then believe r 

Jason. 

Yes, I believe that I partake thy guilt 
In lift'ning to thee longer, 

Hypsipile. 
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HypsitlLE, 

Muftwepart? 
Jason. 
Leave me, 

Hypsipile, 
Where is thy former love \ 

Jason. 

With Slime 
J call it how to mind. 

tltPSIPILE. 

And am I then— • 

Ja§oi^. 

ThouVt poifqn to my eyes ' 

HtfSiPitg, 

Y^s, yes> ye furies ! 
Inhabitants of this deftrnftire land, 
I find that to be innocent is guilt ; 
Have I not feeij enough of flaughter ftain 
My native foil ? Aifuage your horrid thirft. 
Behold my blood iball flow ! [ofirs to Jab berfelf. 

U 4 Jaspn. 
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Jason. 

What doft thou mean J 
[holds her. 

- Hypsipile. 

Why fhould'ft thou, Jafon, thus reftrain my hand. 
And make me Ipnger drag the life I loathe ? 

Jason. 

Die, if thou wilt, but feek fome other place 
To end thy wretched being. [wre^ the dagger 

from her* 

HypsiPi|,E. 

Yet at leaft 

Jason. 

Leave me in peace. 

Hypsipile. 

P hear me ! 

Jason. 

Never, never* 

Hypsipile. 

Kill me, in pity kill me I 

Jason. 
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J^iSON. 

No 1 cannot. 

H.YPSIPILE. 

'For one laft look 

Jason. 
'Tis guilt but to behold thee. 
Hypsipile. 
My lord ! my hufband ! 

Jason. 
Hence \ or I am gone. 

flYPSIPILE. 

Since 'tis your harfh command, I go ; 

But for this cruelty you fhow. 

Your heart perhaps will anguifh know. 

With fighs your breaft may heave ! 
An4 when you learn my haplefs ftate. 
In vain your tears may mourn my fate. 
For forrow then fliall prove too late 

My fuiF'rings to relieve. 

JSCENE 
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SCENE- XIV. 

Jasqn, Toantes. 

' Jason. 

At length fhc'? gone ! Thanks to the mighty Godi ! 

A moment longer thofe feduCing tears 

Had fapp'd my beft tefolves : pow far from hence 

Let me retire to breathy another air. 

Where diftancei may eraze this (hameful paffion, 

Toantes, 
Ah prince ! my friend I ' • 

Jason. 

My lord ! am I awake! 
Or art thou foy'rdgn of the Lemnian land ? 

Toantes. 

At leaft I have been fo. 

Jason. 

I'm all amazement ! ^ 
How art thou ris'n again ? MyfeJf beheld tliee 
Stretch'd pale and lifelefs in the regal palace : 
Either I then but dream'd, or now I dream. • 

Tqantis, 
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TOANTES. 

lou faw*ft a murder'd wretch array'd like me, 
princely robes, whpfe femblance to myfelf 
:lude4 ev'ry eye : thi§ pious fraud 
rpiipile (:ontriv'd for my defence, 

Jasqn. . . . 

Heav'n ! my love ! and art thou guilflefi theii 

' each imputed crime ! Farewel, Toantes, 

lis in&mt VU return, [going. 

, Toantes. 

Why wouM'ft thoa karc me ? 

Jason-* 

! let me fin^ the treafure of my foul ; 

on ft^h thou know hotr I hstvrc ingur'd her. 

Toantes. 

jt hear: wfiat would'ft thou do? The female 

)>ands, 
ifb*d with their late fuccefs, fcour ev'ry part ; 
id fhould'ft thou thus unguarded venture forth, 
lou could'ft not 'fcape thyfelf, nor fave Hypfipile, 

Jason. 

3 arms, to arms ! awake, my friends, arife: 
»Ilow me ftrait. [going towards the Unts. 
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TOANTES. 

Myfelf will guicle ypurlieps. 
Jason. 

O no ! thy prefence might difturb our pyrpofey 
Amidft my fury I fliould fear for thee. ^ 
Halle, my companions, hafte ! each moment'3 

precious 
My wife ! my friend ! O Heav'n, my foul 15 rack'd 
Between contending pangs of love and friendihip, 

I leave thee, prince, nor can I tell 
But this may prove the laft farewell ! 
This arm muft her I love reftore. 
Or Jafon fhall return no ipore. 

[while this air is fmgingj the jlrgonauU 
come out of the tents. 



S CENE 
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S,C E N E XV. 

To ANTES alone. 

No — ^While my dear Hypfipile's in dingef, 
I will not linger here a tame fpedator : 
A father's love fhall with new vigour brace 
My feeble limbs i each tim'rous beaft aflfumes 
A fudden fiercenefs to defend its young ; 
Loudly they threat, lay by their natural fear. 
And what was weaknefs late is courage now# 

The turtle when fhe once efpies 

Th' unpitying churl that robb'd her neftj 
Feels the fierce flame of fury rife. 

Till then a ftranger to her breaft : 
And though* no ftrength of claws or bill 

To guard her helplefs young avails j 
At leaft the cruel fpoiler ftill 

She with unceafing cries aflails. 



ACT 



302 



ilYP^tPttt. 



A c T nr. S C £ N E t 

J remote part of the IJland betwixt the city and tU 
fea-Jhoire^ v)itb cyprefs trees and monmiHeHts of tie 
antient Kings of Lbmhos. 

Lb ARCHUs wiih two PireHiSi 
LearcHus. 

Our hopes, my valtant frietkb, hate prov'd abortifc j 
Fortune oppofes oft the bcft defigiis : 
Go, and let each be ready to dqyart : 

[The piratrs going* 
But ha ! what do I fee f-i^^-^'ris fe>— -— teantes 
Comes unacteiidcd to this lonely place. 
Now for the laft- expedient £ite can' offer \ 
Return^ my friends, [pireus ntum. 

SCENE IL 

LeARCHUS, ToANtE*4 
TOANTES. 

I was dire£led ftill 
T'abide in Jafon's camp ; but anxious thoughts 
Forbad me there to reft. 
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Lea&chus^ 

Obfcrvctnyputfofct 
Away, [pirates £0 out. 

TOANTES* 

f . . . 

My bofom throbs with hopes and feafs : 
I Snd no peate, but ev^ry moment dread 
Some ftroke i^i fate : by thi,s untroddeiv paths 
I'll feck the regal palace, [going. 

L^ARCHUS. 

Nowj. Lcarchus, 
Let aitjflce b^f^iend thee^ [>^^]-^See, my lord» 
The guiltieft of your fubjedls at your feet: 
Permit him thus-?— f Ti Ai^i, kneiling* 

To ANTES. 

Yc pow'r&J — p^^rt -thou alive ) 
Art tl^ou J^archu^ ! 

LEAkCHUS* 

I'm indeed Learchus* 

TOANTES. 

What would ft thou from Toantes?— — 

LEARCIiUS. 

Death, or parcjon. 



304 



HYP SI P it E; 



TOANTES. 

Hence, iraitor^ dare no more approach my fight; 

Learchus. 
Hear 'me, and then rejed me if you will. 

ToANTES. 

Perfidious f khow'ft thou not what punifltment 
Awaits thee here? 

Learchu^. 

Death I deferv'd, my lord. 
When I prefiim*d t*attempt with ruffian fofce 
The fair Hypfipile : but if a fault 
Of youth can find no pity from my king,- 
A fault which love iftfpir'd, which keen remcwrfe 
Has fince feverely punifh'd ; here at leaft. 
Here let me perifii in my native land. 
Five tedious years, an outcaft from my country, 
Wand'ring in foreign climes, the fport of fate, 
Fve liv'd an objeft loath'd by earth and Hcav*n; 
And, ah f what wounds me more, my prince ab- 
hors me. 
I*m weary grown of long prptrafted woe : 
Life is the greateft evil I endure ; 
And he, who drives this fpirit from her dwellings 
Is bounteous while he kills me. 

ToANTES. 
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TOANTES. 

Such defpair 
Pleads in his caufe, and mitigates his crimes* 

Learchus, 

Why h'nger thus iny friends ? [Jfide^ looking out. 

ToAkTES. 

From thy misfortunes 
Learchus, Jearn in fu^ture to refpeil 
The majefty of kings — - — Be comforted j 
And live 1 pardon thee. [Going. 

Learchus, 

Alas ! my lord. 
Still am I left uncertain; grant me then 
Some furer pledge of mercy. 

ToANTES. 

After pardon. 
What can I grant thee more ? 

Learchus. 

Thy royal hand, 

ToANTES. 

Receive it, and depart, [giving bis band. 
Vol. I. X Learchus, 
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Learchus. 

O gracious prince, 
Whofe goodnefs imitattes the pitying Gods ? 
This moment has eflFac'd my paft misfortunes—^ 
Not yet return'd ! [-^^^.]— 7— Still trembling, 

doubtful ftill. 
Behold me at your feet, and proftrate thus 

TOANTES. 

What men furround mc ? 

[^Pirates enter armedy andfurrdundToax^tia* 

Learchus. 

So— the ftroke is giv'n. 
[Rifing. 
Yield me thy fword. 

TOANTES. 

Whom fpeak'ft thou to ? 
Learchus. 

To thee. 

ToANTES, 

To me ! Almighty Pow'is ! but how— - 

Learchus. 
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Learchvs, 

No more : 
Thou art my pris'heh 

ToANTis. 

-ri' What unheard of treafon I 

Learcrus. 

At length thoti'rt fallen intd my fnare : thy life 
Is at my will j cndur^ thy lot with patience. 
*Tis thus the world for ever ihifts the fcene. 
And adverfe fortune ftill fucceeds to good : 
*Tis now thy turn to plead for mercy. 

TOANTES. 

Villain! 

Lj^AB^CHUS. 

T'oantesj change this language : my example 
Might teach thee prudence : 'twas but now I bent 
With humble pray'rs^ a fuppliant at thy feet. 
To fuit our tempers, as the various turns 
Of life demand, is fure a needful virtue. 
The force thou fee'ft is all at my command : 
I can at will'<-^-^ 

X 2 T0ANT55r 
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TOANTKS. 

What canft thou further do? 
Take from this ebbing life its poor remains^ 
Already irkfomc from the double weight 
Of years and forrow ? 

Learchus. 

Thus Learchus faid. 
But while he fpoke, his tongue bel/d his thoughts. 

ToANTES. 

Great is the diiF'rence 'twixt ray heart and thine. 
Learchus. 

Vain boafting all ! each animal that lives, 
Defircs to hold his being : conftancy. 
Which heroes vaunt in fate's extremeft trials. 
Is but an art to cheat th' unthinking vulgar : 
I read thy fecret breaft, and know thou trembleft. 

ToANTES. 

Yes, I might tremble, if Toantes* foul 
Were form'd like thine : a thoufand horrid crimes 
Would then for ever haunt my guilty fight : 
Still fliould I feem to hear the bolts of Jove 
For ever hifSng round me; Jove th' avenger. 
Who punifhes the guilt of human-kind. 

Learchus. 
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LfiARCHUS, 

To me the wrath of Heav'n is not fo dreadful, 

ToAKTES. 

Vain boafting all ! Thou canft not harbour peace ; 
For ftill congenial with our nature, grbws 
The love of virtue; if it prove too weak 
To guard from crimes, at leaft it will fuffice 
To be their puni&ment : it is a gift 
From He^v'n, decreed to be a fcourge to thoffe 
Who dare abufe it ; and the greateft curfe 
The wicked find, is that their hearts retain, 
Ev'n in their own defpight, the feeds of honour. 
And feel a confcious fenfe of fov'reigi) goodnefs : 
I read thy fecret bi:eaft, and know thou trembleft. 

Learchus. 

My friends, take hence this fage philofopher, 
Whofe knowledge can explore the human mind; 
Condu6l him prisoner to the fhips ; ^nd thou^ 
Lay by that ufelefs fword. 

TOANTES. 

There — take it, traitor ! 
Ithrows away his fword* 

X 3 Learchu|. 



x* im^ Impious wrcicn : uicic icai-ures vieWj 
Then judge iinpajtial of the two. 

Where lies the vi^rjr: 
Though free, dsy looks are pale with fear. 
While I thefe chains undaunted wejE, 

And pity fed for thee. ^ 



SCENE III. 

Learchus, Rhodgpe. 
Learchus, 

Yet that majeftic mien, thofe fentiments 
That fpeak the kingly foul — but hold, my thoughts 
Let me refled on nothing but the gain 
Of a)l my heart afpires to. 
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Learchus. 

Say, JRhodopc, whence fprings thy (udden fear ? 

Rhodope. 

Not far from hence a ghaftly troop of ftravgers 

Condu£l Toantcs pri$'ner tp the fea. 

O ! if within thy brcaft on^ fpark remaia 

Of bravery or virtue, feize this moment 

To give it proof: now may'ft thou cancel all 

Thy guilty deeds, and make thy name immortal. 

Learchus. 

Indeed !—— Say, how? 

Rhodope. 

Go — combat — free Toantes ; 
Lay down thy life to fave thy king from danger i 
Perifh or conquer ; with one gcn'rous adlion 
Efface the mem'ry.of thy former crimes. 
Nor let me longer blufc to own I've lov'd thee. 

Learchus. 

Thou counfeirft well, and fhalt, for thy reward. 
Be undecelvM : know then, by my command 
Toantes is fccur'd : hence, if thou wilt. 
Relate the news to proud Hypfipile : 
Warn her to fcorn no more an enemy, 

X 4 Hpwever 
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However weak-, fo little will fuffice 

To injure others, that in humble ftate, 

Ev*n when deprcfs'd, a foe may ftill be fear'd. 

Tell her in me fhe foon may find 

Th' effeas of love fo ill returned } 
Go, bid her then recall to mind. 

How once her pride Learchus fcorn'd ; 
And if ofFended at my deeds. 

She gives me now a traitor's name, 
Peclare th' offence from her proceeds. 

Who kindled this dcftrudive flame. 



SCENE IV. 

Rhodope, Hypsipile. 
Rhodope. 

Can crimes like thcfe debafe the mind of man ? 
O wretched daughter ! moft unhappy princefs ! 
What wilt thou feel wh^n thoii fhalt hear th« 
tidings ! 

Hypsipile. 

My friend I our fufF'rings all are paft j and Heav'n 
At length is tir'd of heaping woes upon us : 
My faithful confort^ and his valiant friends. 

Have 
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Have queird the fierce inhabitants of Lemnos : 
My innocence is clearM, my father fafe : « 

We're viflors, difcbrd ftills her horrid voice. 
All, all is love, and peace, and happinefs ! 

Rhodope. 

And yet Toantes— *^ 

Hypsipile. 

He ev'n now awaits 
Jafon's return to the Theflalian camp. 

Rhodope. 
O were it fo ! 

Hypsipile. 
What mean'ft thou ! Speak, my friend— 
Rhodope. 
Toantes is a prisoner. 

Hypsipile. 

Ha ! to whom ? 
Rhodope. 
A prisoner to Lcarchus, 

Hypsipilk. 
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Hypsipijle. 

To Learchus ! 
How kiKwr'fl: thou this ? 

Rhodqp£. 

But now I met him bouod^ 
Encircled by the followers of that traitor, 

Hypsipile. 

Who are his (cAlowcrs i 

Rhqdops. 

Wretches like himfelf. 

Hypsipile. 

O bcav'nly pow'rs ! to what untry'd misfortunes 
Will you referve me yet ! O fatal day ! 

SCENE V. 

Hypsipile, Rhodope, Jason with thi 
Argonauts. 

Jason. 

Hypfipile, my life I what new affliiaion 
Ohicures thofe lovely eyes ? 

Hypsipile. 
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Hypsipile. 

Kly deareft lord. 
Thou com'ft in happy time j for O ! 'tis thou. 
And thou alone canfl: eafe me— Hafte^-defend him— 
Have pity on me ■ ■ ■■■ 

Jason. 

Speak, my love, what would'ft thou ? 
As yet I know not what thy fpeech intends. 

Hypsipile. 

Toantes — O — my father ! — curft Learchus- 
I cannot fpeak ■■ * ■ . 

Rhodope. 

The traitor, falfe Learchus, 
Bears off in chains Toantes to the fea. 

Jason. 
Perhajfs the fame-^— • 

Hypsipile. 

Yes, 'tis the fame Learchus, 
Who fought to kill thee while oppreft with fleep. 
But failing in the dire defign, endeavour'd 
With bafe fufpicions to difturb Our peace. 

Jason. 
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Jason, 
Infamous rillain ! 

HypsiPiLE, 

Gen'rous prince, behold 
An enterprize that's worthy of thy courage : 
Thou may'ft preferve my deareft father's life 5 
O fave him, or Hypfipile is loft ! 
The fatal hour that fees Toantes periib. 
Cuts fhort my thread of being. 

Jason, 

Leave me, love. 

To punifli that perfidious but meanwhile 

Dry up thofe mournful drops ; ta fee thee weep 
Softens too much the temper of my heart. 

O ! let not forrow dim thofe eyes 

That rule me with unbounded pow'rj 
Afluage thy fears, 
Difpel thy tears, 
If I'm to boaft of courage more. 
Then ceafe to bid foft paffions rife 
That all my firm refolves controul ; 
For thus my breaft. 
With grief oppreft. 
Forgets what rage flwuld fire my foul. 

SCENE 
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' SCENE VI. • 

Rhodope, Hypsipile* 
Rhodope. 

O princefs! do not yield to deep'defpair ; 
Think not that fortune will' for ever frown 5 
Rely on Jafon's valour ftHl, and hope, 

^ Hypsipile, 

How can I hope, fince born to woe. 

My forrows never ceafe. 
That this fad mind fliould ever knew 

A tranfient gleam of peace. 
Each hour, my foul, by fate deprefs'd, 

A double anguifh bears j 
She finks, with prefent grief diftrefs'd. 

Nor lefs the future fears. 



SCENE VII. 

Rhodope, Eurynome. 
Rhodope. 

My thoughts are all perplex'd amid this maze 
Of dreadful mifery, 

Eurynome, 
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. . EURYNOME* 

O Rhodope ! 
Where is my fon ? 

Rhodo^s. 

Think on thyfelfj iiihuman ( 
Confult thy fafety, if thou prizeft life. 
And hide thee from the angry viftors' fights 

EURYNOME, 

I prize not life, unlefs I find Learchus* 
Rhodope. 

Forget a name that's hateful to the world | 
At once thy fliame and mine. 

EURYNOME* 

What means this anger .^ 
Didft thou not fave him late? 

Rhodope^ 

Yes— with fhame I own it 

Eurynome. 

I hope thou doft but feign this indignation ; 

For when thy lips once call'd for vengeance on him^ 

He was thy heart's delight* 

Rhodope. 
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Rrodope. 

Bat fiQ^ my hatred* 

The rural maid, with terror mov'd, 
Detefts the rofe which once fhe lov'4, > 
Since late her eyes a fnake furvey'd, 
Concealed beneath the fragrant (hade. 
The bird attempts the bough no more. 
From whence with pain he 'fcap'd before; 
No more the wary warbler fings, 
Where once he fnar'd bis trembling win^ 



SCENE VIII. 

EuRYNOME alone. 

In feeking thus my fon, I lofe myfelf ; 

But what is life without him ? Well I knoiR^ 

Learchus guilty, yet I love him ftill. 

His crimes deftroy my peace, but in my heart 

Affeftion reigns unquench'd, nay ftronger grows 

The more I find him hated by the world. 

Tell me. Almighty Pow'rs ! do we deriv^ 

A curfe or blcffing from a mother's name i 



At 
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At once defpair and grief I find 
With fudden frenzy fire my mind, 

A rage by parents only known : 
A haplefs fon, by danger preft. 
So deep is graven in my breaft. 

That in his woes I lofe my own« 



SCENE IX. 

A view of the fea Jhore^ with the Jhlps belonging to 
Learchus; a plank laid from one of them to the 
Jhore. On one fide appear the ruins of the temple of 
Venus; on the other the remains of an ancient 
port ^Lemnos. 

jASON,HypSIPILE,RHODOPE, ARGONAUTS: 
LEARCHUS and ToA^TEs appear on the deck 
of one of the pips* Toantes in chains^ and 
Learchus with a dagger in his hand. 

Jason. 

Compofe thyfelf, Hypfipile; at length 
We've reach'd the traitor: follow me, my friends^ 
To yonder fliips :• now rouze your fouls to fury ; 
Be pity banifli'd : let confuming flames 
Devour the fails, and ocean's whelming waves 
3 Engulph 
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Engulph the veffels : fpread the horrid flaughtcr^ 
That fated vengeance may behold the tide 
Red with perfidious blood, 

Learchus. 

Then be it fo; 
But let Toantes firft begin to bleed. 

Hypsipile. 

Ohold!— 

Rhodope. 

Inhuman wretch ! 

Jason. 

What rage tranfports thee I 

Hypsipile. 

My father ! — hufband ! — O I/Carchus !»— IJeav'n I 
I can no more !— 

Learchus. 

Why, why, Hypfipik, ' 
This unavailing grief? On thee depends 
His life, or death : afcend this (hip, confent 
To be Learchus' wife j and if the daughter 
Rewards my faithful love, the father lives. 

Vol,. !• Y HyfsiPiLE, 
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Hypsxpile. 

What do I hear! O Jafon! 

Jasokt. 

Dar'ft thou, wretch. 
Pronounce the horrid compad! ^tis in vain 
I ftrive to curb my righteous fury longer. 

Hypsipile. 

Have pity, Jafon ! if thou (hould'ft aflail Kim, 
He lifts his impious hand againft my father. 

Jason. 

Ten thoufand furies ftruggle in my breaft ! 

Learchus. 

Behold, Toantes, fee thy pious daughter; 
See with what zeal fhe haftes to fave thy life ! 
Thy blood (hall anfwer her relcntlefs fcorn ; 
I have endur'd enough, [about to Jlrike. 

Hypsipile. 

O hold ! 1 come. 

\goes towards the Jhip. 

Toantes. 

What wouldft thou do, my daughter \ Canft thou 
thus 



H V ? 8 I P t t £* ji| 

Forget what's owing to thyfelf and me ? 

I little thought that e'er Hypfipile 

Would prove her father's fliame! Have I not bred 

thee 
In virtues worthy of a prince's nuptials, 
Not to partake an impious pirate's bed ? 
And would'ft thou now become the wretched mother 
Of robbers, not of heroes ! . 

Hypsipile. 

Teach me then 
Some better means to fave thee, 

ToANTESk 

Save me thus l 
Aflert the honour of my blood ; reflecft not 
It coft thy father's Vik; or if the thought 
Will rife, let it but ftrengthen thy refolve 
To guard my fame unfully'dx jive, Hypfipile, 
Live with thy faithful lord, and reign for me. 
And if the days I lofe to thine are added, 
I've liv'd, I've reign'd enough. 

Rhodope. 

O fortitude ! 

Jason. 

t> generous fentiments ! 

Y 2 Hypsipxle. 
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Hypsipile. 

Docs not fuch virtue 
Soften thee yet Learchus ! 

Learchus. 

No: it rather 
Incites my fury, 

Hypsipile. 

Muft I then 

Learchus. 

No more; 
Yield, or he dies. 

Hypsipile. 

O ! let thefe tears prevail ! 
Thou art enough reveng'd for all my fcorn : 
Let this fuffice, Learchus : will not this 
Appeafe thy dreadful rage ? Muft thou behold me, 
A wretched objecft kneeling at thy feet ? 
Then fee me proftrate thus [kneels. 

Learchus. 

My foul is fix'd; 
Come, or thy father dies. ' 

Hypsipile, 
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Hypsipile. 

Barbarian ! traitor ! 

[rifes in a rage^ 
YeS) I will come ; and Hell with me fhall bring 
Her blackeft horrors : on the rites abhorr'd 
Megaera fhall attend, with dire Aledlo : 
But I will prove a fury worfe than all. 
Yes, I will come 5 but it fhall be to tear 
That treach'rous heart from thy detefled bofom : 
Monfler of cruelty, I come ! 

Learchus. 

Then hafle. 
Or now he falls beneath my vengeful hand. 

{about tojiab him. 

Hypsipile. 

Behold I come — ^the flroke forbear : 

[To Learchus^ 
Is there no pity in the Iky ! 
Still let me thy remembrance fhare; [To Jafon^ 

My foul difTolves ! ■ I faint !— — I die ! 
What flinty heart could here refrain 
To melt with fympathy of woe ? 
What cruel eyes could view my pain. 
And yet forbid the tears to flow ? 

[Hypfipile weepings walks flowly towardf 
thijhipj looking back Under ly on Jafon. 
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Jason* 

Wilt thou forfake me thus, Hypfipile ? 
Andwoulij'ft thou, impious favage !— Fm diftracied! 
Where (hall I turn for counfel '— Barb'rous Gods ! 



SCENE LAST. 

Jason, Hypsipile, Rhodope, Toantes, 
Learchus, Eurynome, Argonauts. 

eurynome. 
And have I found thee then at length, my fon ! 

Learchus. 

Fly mother, fave thyfelf. 

Jason:. 

Inhuman woman ! 
"Tis not in vain that fate has fent thee hither. 

[Stopping her* 

Stay thee, Hypfipile: ^look here, thou traitor! 

Set free Toantes, or this hand cuts fhort 
Thy mother's life, [Draios a dagger^ Hypfipile 
[J^ops Jbort as Jhe is about to enter the Jhif^ 

Lb-archus. 

3 Say'ftthou! 
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, EURYNOME. 

What can this mean ! 
Rhodope. 

unexpeded change ! 

Learchus. 

Forbear in her 
To punifh my mifdeeds. 'Tis I alone 
Am Jafon's foe. 

Jason. 

My rage permits not now 
A calm reflexion : all are Jafon's foes 
That hate not thee : a thoufand cruelties 
Pollute her foul : but were (he innocent, 

1 {hould not blufh to make her now the vi<Slim : 
'Tis guilt enough to be Learchus' mother. 

Rhodope. 

He feems confounded. ^ 

Hypsipile. 

Mighty Gods! affift us' 
• Jason. 

Wretch, art thou yet refolv'd ? 

Learchus. 
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Learchus. 

I am rcfolv'd ; 
Her life is yours : but let Hypfipile 
Come and fulfill the contradt we have made, 

Rhodope* 

Inhuman monfter f 

Hypsipile. 

Moft unnat'ral favage f 

Jason. 

Then thus to you, infernal deities, 
I here devote this horrid facrifice. 

Learchus. 

Why do I tremble thus ! IJ/ide.] 

Jason. 

It refts on you, 
Upe>n the fon t*avenge the mother's death ; 
Die, haplefs wretch ! labout to flab her. 

Learchus. 

O hold ! forbear to ftrike. 
The vi£lory is thine* 

Rhodope. 
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Rhodope. 

Nature at length 
Plas touch'd his hardened breaft. 

EURYNOME. . 

My dear Learchui, 
To thee I owe my life* 

Learchus. 

EurynortiCj 

Thou little know'ft thy fon call not this pity 

My virtue, 'tis my fhame ; I would have fecn 
Thy death unmov'd, but refolution fails me ; 
Spite of myfelf I tremble, ihrink with terror. 
And feel my blood congeal within my veins. 
Why was I not by nature fix'd in goodnefs. 
Or more confirmed a villain ? Coward heart ! 
'TIs thou, and thou alone that haft undone me j 
Then thus with thee begin my juft revenge. 

[Stabs him/elf. 

EuRYNOME. 

O ftay !— What haft thou done ? — ^ 

Learchus.* 

I neither hope. 
Nor will accept their pardon ; as he llv'd. 
So fhall Learchus die. [Leaps into the fea. 
Vol, L Z Eurvnqme. 
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EURYNOME. 

I faint! OHcav'n! 

IStuaoru, and is carriid off. 

Rhodope. 

This is your work, ye righteous pow'rs ! 

Jason. 

My friends ! 
Hafte and unbind the king. 

[ne Argonauts go to the Jbip. 

Hypsipile. 

My deareft lord I 
I fcarcely yet can ftill my beating heart. 

Rhodope. 
What ftrange events this day has feen \ 

TOANTES. 

Ah prince ! 
[Coming from the Jhip. 
My daughter I 

Hypsipils« 

Dcarcflr father! 

Jasoit. 



\ 
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Jason. 

O my lord I 
Hypsipile. 

And is it giv'n me once again to kifs 
That honour'd hand ? 

TOANTES. 

And do I once again 
Thus clafp thee to my breaft ? 

Rhodope. 

Now, faithful lovers. 
Propitious Hymen foon fhall recompenfe 
Your forrows paft. 

ToANTES. 

Firft.let us to the temple 
To thank the gracious Pow'rs : for, O my children ! 
How vain is ev'ry human enterprize. 
If not begun by duty to the Gods ! 
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Chorus. 

Wliat frenzy muft his foul pofiefs, 

Whofe hopes on evil deeds depend F 
For though the wicked meet fuccefs. 

Yet peace can ne'er their fteps attend. 
For ev'n in life's fereneft fbte. 

Shall Vice receive her fecret fting; 
As Virtue, tho' depreft by fate, 

Herfelf her own reward (hall bring. 



End of the first Volume, 
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